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CHARACTERS 
BEAUCHAMP, Earl of Warwick 
CAUCHON, Bishop of Beauvais 
JoAN 
HER FATHER 
HER MOTHER. 
HER BROTHER 
THE PROMOTER 
THE !NQUlSl'fOR 
BROTHER I.ADVBNU 
ROBERT DB B'BAUDRICOUllT, Squire of Vaucouleurs 
BouooussE, a guard 
AGNES SoREL 
THE YoUNG QUEEN 
CHARLES, the Dauphin 
QUEEN Y OLANDB 
ARCHBISHOP OF RHEIMS 
M. DE LA 'fREMOUJLLB 
PAGE. TO THE DAUPHlN 
CAPTAIN LA HIRE 
THE HANGMAN 
AN ENGLISH SoLDIBR 
Overall action of Charles: to compromise, 
in order to preserve 
his li:fe 
Super-objective of the play: to present, simply, 
the phenomenon that 
was Joan 
• 
ACT I 
(A simple, neutral setting. The stage is empty at first; then 
the characters enter by twos and threes. The cosrumes are • 
plain. JOAN wears man's clothes throughout the play. WAB..-
WlCK is the last to enzer.) 
+ - lWARWICK: Well, now; is everyone here? If so, Jet's have 
the trial and be done with it. The sooner she is found guilty 
and burned the better for all concerned. 
CAUCHON: But , my lord , before we do that we have the 
whole story to play: Domremy, the Voices, Vaucouleu.rs, 
Chinon, the Coronation. 
WARWICK: Theatrical poppycock! You can tell that story 
to the children: the beautiful white armour, the fluttering 
standard, the gentle and implacable warrior maid. The 
statues of her can tell that story, later on, when policies have 
changed. We might even put up a statue ourselves in London, 
though I know at the moment that sounds wildly improbable: 
but you never know, in a few hundred years it might suit His 
Majesty's Government for some reason or other. But, as for 
now, I am Beauchamp , Earl of Warwick; and I've got my 
grubby little witch lying on the straw in the dungeon at 
Rouen, and a fine packet of trouble she has been, and a pretty 
sum she has cost us; but the money's been paid, and the 
next thing is to put her on trial and burn her. 
CAUCHON: Not immediately. Before we come to that, 
there's the whole of her life to go through. It won't take very 
long, my lord. 
WARWICK (going to a corner resignedly): Well, if you 
insist. An Englishman knows how to wait. (Anxiously.) [ 
hope you're not expecting me to stand by while you go 
through that monstrous farce of a coronation again. And all 
the battles as well-Orleans, Patay, Beaugency?-I may as 
well tell you now, I should find that in very poor taste. 
CAUCHON (singing): Put your mind at rest, my lord. 
There are too few of us here to stage the battles. 
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• WARWICK: Good. 
CAUCHON: Joan. (She looks up.) You may begin. i -a JoAN: May I begin wherever I like? 
CAUCHON: Yes. 
JoAN: I Jike remembering the beginning: at home, in the 
fields, when I was still a little girl looking after the sheep, ' 
the first time I heard the Voices, that is what I like to remem-
ber .... It is after the evening Angelus. I am very smalJ and 
my hair is still in pigtails. I am sitting in the field, thinking 
of nothing at all. God is good and keeps me safe and happy. 
close to my mother and my father and my brother, in the 
quiet countryside of Domremy, while the English soldier 
are looting and burning villages up and down the land. M> 
big sheep-dog is lying with his bead in my lap; and suddenJy 
I feel his body rippl e and tremble, and a hand seems to have 
touched my shoulder, though I know no one has touched me, 
and the voice says--
SoMBONB IN THE CR.own: Who is going to be the voice? 
JoAN: I am, of course. I turned to look. A great light was 
filling the shadows beh ind me. The voice was gentle and grave. 
I had never heard it before, and all it said to me was: "Be a 
good and sensible child, and go often to church." But I was 
good, and I did go to church often, and I showed I was sensi-
ble by running away to safety. That was all that happened 
the first time. And I didn't say anything about it when I 
got home; but after supper I went back. The moon was rising; 
it shone on the white sheep; and that was all the light there 
was. And then came the second time; the bells were ring-
ing for the noonday Angelus. The light came again, in bright 
sunlight, but brighter than the sun, and that time I saw l im. 
CAUCHON: You saw whom? 
JOAN: A man in a white robe, with two white wings re.ich-
ing from the sky to the ground. He didn't tell me bis name 
that day, but later on I found out that he was the blessed 
St. Michael. 
WARWICK: Is it absolutely necessary to have her telling 
these absurdities alJ over again? 
CAUCHON: Absolutely necessary, my lord . 
(WARWICK goes back to his corner in silence, and smells 
the rose he has in his hand.) 
JoAN (in the deep voice of the Archangel): -Joan, go to 
~
the help of the King of France, and give him back his king-
dom. (She replies in her own voice.) Ob sir, you haven't 
looked at me; l am only a young peasant girl, 11ot a great 
-- -- --- ~ --- -- --
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captain who can lead an army.-You will go and search 
out Robert de Beaudricourt, the Governor of Vaucouleurs. 
He will give you a suit of clothes to dress you like a man, 
and he will take you to the Dauphin. St. Catherine and St. 
Margaret will protect you. (She suddenly drops to the floor 
sobbing with /ear.)-Please. please pity me, holy sir! rm 
happy here alone in the fields. I've never had to be responsible 
for anything, except my sheep. The Kingdom of France is 
far beyond' anything I can do. If you will only look at me 
you will see I am small, and ignorant. The realm of France is 
too heavy, sir. But the King of France has famous Captains, 
as strong as you could need and they're used to doing these 
things. If they lose a battle they sleep as soundly as ever. 
They simply say the snow or the wind was against them; and 
they just cross all the dead men off their roll. But I should al-
ways remember I had killed them. Please have pity on mel 
~ ... No such thing. No pity. He had gone already, and 
f 
there I was, with France on my shoulders. Not to mention 
the work on the farm, and my father, who wasn·t easy. 
(Her FATHER, who has been wandering around her 
MOTHER, suddenly speaks .) 
1-3 FATHER: Where has that girl got to? 
MOTHER (going on with her knitting) : She is out in the 
fields. 
fATHl!R: Well, I was out in the fields, and I'm back home 
again. It's six o'clock. She's no business to be out in the 
fields. 
BROTHER: She's sitting under the Fairy Tree, staring at 
nothing. l saw her when I went to fetch in the bull. 
PROMOTER (from among the crowd): The Fairy Tree! 
Note that, gentlemen, if you will. Note the superst ition. The 
beginni ng of witchcraft already. The Fairy Tree! l ask you 
to note that! 
CAUCHON: There are Fairy Trees all over France, my Lord 
Promote r . It's in our own interest oot to refuse the fairies to 
these little girls . 
PROMOTE R (primly): We have our saints. That should be 
sufficient. 
CAUCHON (conciliating him): Later on, certainly. But I 
mean while they are still very young; as Jo an was; not yet 
fifteen. 
PROMOTER: By fifteen they know everything: they're as 
old as Eve. 
1 
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CAUCHON: Not Joan: Joan at that time was very simple 
and innocent. It will be another matter when we come to the 
trial; I shan't spare ber Voices then. But a little girl shall 
keep her fairies . (Firmly.) And these discussions are under 
my charge. 
(The PROMOTER bows, and retires, unmollified.) 
FATHER (bursting out afresh, to the BROTHER)~ So that's 
where you say she is? And what does ,she think she's doing 
1 there, sitting under the tree? 
BROTHER: Try and find out! She's just staring in front of 
her as if she was expecting something. And it isn't the first 
time either. 
FATHER: Well, why didn't you tell me when you saw her 
before, then? Aren 't you old enough to know what trouble 
there is with girls of her age, you little fool? What do you 
think she was expecting, eh? Somebody, not something, idiot! 
She's got a lover, and you know it! Give me my stick! 
MoTllER (gently, still knitting): You .know quite well, 
Joan's as innocent as a baby. 
FATHER: Maybe she is. And girls as innocent as babies 
can come to you one evening and bold up their faces to be 
kissed, and the next morning, though you've kept them 
locked in their room all night, what has happened? You can't 
see into their eyes at all: they're avoiding you, and lying to 
you. They're the devil, all at once. 
PROMOTER (raising a finger): The word has been said, my 
lords, and by her father! 
MOTHER: How do you know that? The day I married you 
I was as innocent as Joan, and I daresay you could look into 
my eyes just as well next morning. 
FATHER (muttering): That's nothing to do with it. 
MOTHER: Who are these other girls you've known, then, 
that you've never told me about? 
FATHER (thundering to cover his embarrassment): I tell 
you it's got nothing to do with it! We're •not talking about 
other girls, we're talking about Joan! Hand me that stick. I'm 
going to look for her, and if she's been meeting somebody on 
the quiet I'll skin them alive! 
1-4 JOAN (smiling gently): I was meeting someone on the , 
1 quiet , and bis solemn voice was saying: "Joan! Joan! What 
are you waiting for? There's a great sorrow in the realm of 
France."-"Holy Sir of Heaven, I'm so afraid; I'm only a 
young village girl; surely you've made a mlstake?"-"Does 
-- --- - - - --- --- -
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God make mistakes. Joan?" (She turns to her Judges.) How 
could I have answered Yes? 
PROMOTER (shrugging): You should have made the sign 
of the cross. 
JoAN: I did, and the Archangel made it, too, all the time 
keeping his eyes carefully on mine, and the church clock 
sounded. 
PROMOTER: You should have cried: Vade retro Satanusl 
JoAN: •1 don't know Latin, my Lord. 
PROMOTER: Don 't be an idiot! The devil understands 
French. You should° have cried: Get thee behind me, foul 
Satan, and don't tempt me again. 
JoAN: But, my Lord, it was St. Michael. 
PROMOTER (sneering): So he told you. And you were fool 
enough to believe him. 
. JOAN: Yes, 1 believed him. He couldn't have been the 
devil. He shone with light; he was beautiful. 
PROMOTER (losing his temper): So is the devil, so is the 
devil. He shone with light; he was beautiful. 
JOAN (scandalised): Oh, my Lordi 
CAUCHON (calming the PROMOTER with a gesture)-< These 
sublle theological points, my lord Promoter, are proper for 
debating between ourselves, but they're beyond the under-
standing of this poor girl. No good is served by shocking her. 
JoAN (lo the PROMOTER): Yoµ're telling a lie, Canon! I 
haven't any of your learning, but I know I.he devil is ugly, and 
all that's beautiful is I.he work of God. 
PROMOTER (sneering): Very charming, simple and stupid! 
Do you think the devil is stupid? He's a thousand times more 
intelligent than you and I put together. Do you think when 
be comes to snare a soul he would come like a horror of the 
flesh, with black ploughed skin and a snouting tusk like a 
rhinoceros? If he did, souls would fly to virtue at the sight of 
him. I tell you he chooses a moonlit summer night, and 
comes with coaxing hands, with eyes that receive you into 
them like water that drowns you, with naked women's flesh, 
transparent, white ... beautiful-
CAUCHON (stO(Jping him sternly): Canon! You are losing 
your way! This is very far from Joan 's devil, if she has seen 
one. I beg you not to confuse your devil with hers. 
PROMOTER (flushed and confused in front of the smiling 
crowd) : • I beg your pardon, my lord; there is only one devil. 
CAUCHON: Go on, Joan. 
JoAN (still troubled) : If the devil is beautiful, how can we 
know him? 
PR0M0T.E.R: By asking your parish priest. 
1 8 
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JoAN: Can we never know by ourselves? 
PROMOTER: No. That is why there is no salvation out-
side the church. 
JoAN: Only rich people have a parish priest always at 
hand. It's hard for the poor. 
PROMOTER: It is hard for everyone to escape damnation 
CAUCHON: My lord Promoter, let her talk with her· 
Voices in peace and quiet. lt is the beginning of the story. ' 
We mustn't reproach her with them yet. · 
JOAN (continuing): Another time it was St. Catherine and 
St. Margaret who came to me. (She turns to the PROMOTER 
with a slighrly mischievous defiance.) They were beautiful, 
too. , 
PROMOTER (blushing, but unable to prevent himself): Did I 
they appear to you naked? 
JOAN (smiling): Oh, my Lord! Do you imagine that God 
can't afford clothes for the saints in heaven? 
( The CRowo chuckles at this answer, and the PROMOTER I 
sits down confused.) 
CAUCHON: You see, you make us all smile with your 
questions, my lord Promoter. Be wise enough to keep your 
interruptions until we come to the serious heart of this busi-
ness. And when we do so, particularly when we come to judge 
her, remember that the soul in this little arrogant body is in 
our care. Aren't you risking very much coofusion in her mind, 
to suggest to her that good and evil are no more than a ques-
tion of clothes? It is true certainly, that our saints are tradi -
tionally represented as clothed; yet, on the other band-
JOAN (to the PROMOTER): Our Lord is naked on the 
cross. 
CAUCHON (turning to her): I was going to say so, Joan, if 
you had not prevented me. It isn't for you to correct the 
reverend Canon. You forget who you are; you forget that we 
are your priests, your masters and your judges. Beware of 
your pride, Joan. If the devil one day wins you for his own, 
that is the way he will come to you. 
JOAN: I know I am proud. But if God didn't mean me to 
be proud, why did He send an Archangel to see me, and 
saints with the light of heaven on them to speak to me? 
Why did He promise I should persuade all the people I have 
persuaded-men as learned and as wise as you-and say I 
should ride in white armour, with a bright sword given me 
by the King, to lead France into battle: and it has been so. 
He had only to leave me looking after the sheep, and I don't 
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think pride would ever have entered my head. 
CAUCHON: Weigh your words, Joan; weigh your thoughts . 
It is your Saviour you are accusing now. 
JOAN (crossing herself): God guide me. His will be done, 
if His will is to make me proud and damned . That is His 
right, as well. 
PROMOTER (unable to contain himself): Terrible! What 
she says is terrible! God's will to damn a soul? And you all 
listen to this without a murmur, my lords'! I see here the 
seed of a fearful heresy which will one day tear the Church 
apart. 
(The INQUISITOR has risen. He is an intelligent-looking 
man, spare and hard, speaking with great quiemess.) 
INQUISITOR: Listen carefully to what I am going to ask 
you, Joan. Do you think you are in a state of grace at this 
moment? 
JOAN (firmly) : At what moment, my lord? Is it the begin-
ning, when J hear my Voices, or the end, when my King and 
all my friends have deserted me, when I doubt and recant 
and the Church receives me again? 
INQUISITOR: Don·t evade my question. Do you think you 
are in a state of grace? 
(All the PRIESTS are watching her in silence; it seems a dan-
gerous question.) 
LAoVENU (rising): My lord Inquisitor, it is a formidable 
question for a simple girl who believes in ail sincerity that 
God has called her. I ask that her reply shall not be held 
against her: she is risking quite unwittingly-
lNQUISIToR: Quiet, Brother Ladvenu! I ask what I con-
sider good to ask. Let her answer my question. Do you think 
you are in a state of grace, Joan? 
JOAN: If I am not, may God in His goodness set me there. 
If I am, may God in His goodness keep me so. 
(The PRIESTS murmur . The INQUISITOR :sits again, inscru-
table.) 
l.ADVl!NV (quietly): WeU answered, Joan. 
PROMOTER (muttering, annoyed by JoAN's success): What 
of it? The devil has cunning, or he wouldn't be the devil. It 
isn't the first time be has been asked that question. We know 
what he is; he has his answers all ready. 
1 
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1-6 WARwrcK (bored, to CAUCHON): No doubt this is all 
very interesting, my lord, but if you go on at this rate we 
shall never get to the trial, never have her burnt, never get 
anywhere. I said she could take us over the old ground again, 
if you thought it so necessary, but let her get on with it. And 
let us come to the essentials. His Majesty's Government have 
to discredit this wretched little Charles Valois, at once; it's 
imperative that we should let Christendom know that the , 
Coronation was all a humbug, the performance of a witch, a 
heretic, an arn1y's whore. 
CAUCHON: My lord, we're trying her only for heresy. 
WARWICK: I know that; but I have to make more of it for 
the sake of the troops. The findings of your trial, I'm afraid, 
will be too rarefied for my soldiers. Propaganda, my lord 
Archbishop, is black or white. The main thing is to say some-
thing pretty staggering, and repeat it often enough until you 
tum it into a truth. It's a new idea, but, believe me, it will 
make its way. The essential thing, so far as I am concerned, 
is that the girl should be a nonentity, whatever she is in fact. 
I And what she is in fact is of no particular importance to His 
Majesty's Government. Personally, I must admit, I find the 
girl attractive. The way she takes the wind out of your sails 
gives me a lot of pleasure; and her seat on a horse is very 
good: that's rare in a woman. If the circumstances had been 
different, and she had belonged to my own set, I should have 
enjoyed a day's hunting with her. But unfortunately there's 
been this damned Coronation, and that was nobody's notion 
but hers in the first place. Really, my lords, what impudence! 
To have himself crowned King of France right under our 
noses: a Valois, King of France! and to do it at Rheims, our 
territory! To dare to pick France out of our pockets, and 
pilfer the English heritage! Luckily, God is on the side of 
England, as he satisfactorily proved at Agincourt. God and 
our right. Two ideas completely synonymous. And moreover, 
inscribed on our coat-of-arms. So rattle her through the rest 
of it, and have her burned, and not so much talk. Earlier on I 
was joking. I give it ten years, and this whole incident will 
have been forgotten. 
CAUCHON (sighing) : God grant so, my lord. 
WARWICK: Where had we got to? 
1- 7 FATHER (coming forward with his stick): To where I was 
going out to find her, sitting under her tree, waiting to get 
herself into trouble, the little bitch. And I can tell you she'll 
be sorry she ever began it! (He drags JOAN up by the wrists.) 
What are you doing here, eh? Tell me what you're waiting 
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about here for, when you know you ought to be indoors, 
eating your supper! 
JOAN (stammering, shy at being surprised, raising her arm 
to protect her face): I didn't know it was so late. I had lost 
count of the time. 
FATHER: That's it, you lost count of the time! And what 
else have you lost that you daren't tell me? (He shakes her 
abominably.) Who made you forget it was so late? I beard 
you as J came along, calling out goodbye to somebody. Well, 
who was it? 
JOAN: St. Michael, father. 
FATHER (giving her a resounding slap on the face): You 
make fun at your father, you'll be sorry! 1 won't have any 
girl of mine sitting out in the .fields waiting for any man who 
wants to find her. You'll marry the decent fellow we choose 
for you, or l'U break every bone in your body! 
JoAN: I've done nothing wrong, father: truthfully it was 
the blessed St. Michael who spoke to me. 
FATHER: And when you can't hide your sinning any 
longer, and every day it grows bigger in you for all to see, 
and you've killed your mother with grief, and your brothers 
have to join the army to get away from the scandal in the 
village, it will be the Holy Ghost who brought it on us, I 
suppose? I'll tell the priest: not content with whoring, you 
have to blaspheme: and you'll be shut up in a convent on 
bread and water, my girl. 
JoAN (kneeling before him): Father, stop shouting, you 
can't hear what I say. I promise you, by our Saviour, I'm 
telling you the truth. They've been coming for a Jong time 
now to ask things of me. It is always at the mid-day Angelus 
or the evening Angelus; always when I'm praying, when I am 
least sinful and nearest to God. Above all doubt, surely it 
must be true. St. Michael has appeared to me, and St. Mar-
garet, and St. Catherine. They speak to me, and they answer 
when I question them, and each one says the same as the oth-
ers. 
FATHER (pulling her about): Why should St. Michael 
speak to you, you little idiot? Does he speak to me? Natural 
enough, if he bad something to say to us, he'd say it to me, 
the bead of the family. Does be speak to our priest? 
JoAN: Father, as well as shaking me and shouting at me, 
try to understand what I'm saying. I'm so alone, and they 
want me to do so much. For three years I've been trying not 
to believe them, but all that time they've been saying the 
same thing. These voices I hear: 1 can't go on .fighting them all 
by myself. I've got to do what they say. 
" 0 
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FATFmR: The voices you hear? Do you want to drive me 
mad? 
JOAN: They say it can't wait any longer; the time has 
come when I have to say yes. 
FATHER: What can't wait any longer, idiot? What are they 
telJing you to do, what you call these Voices? Voices! Well, 
it's better than being deaf! . 
JoAN: They tell me to go and save the realm of France ' 
which is in grave danger of being destroyed. Is it true? 
FATHER: Heavens above! Of course the realm of France , 
is in danger of being destroyed. It isn't the first time, and it 
won't be the last: and she always gets out of it. Leave it in 
God 's bands; there's nothing you can do about it, you poor 
girl. Even a roan can't do anything about it, unless he's a 
soldier. 
JOAN: But I can. My voices have said so. 
FATHER (laughing): Ob, you can, can you? Dear me! 
You 're sharper than all our great captains, of course, who I 
can't do anything these days except be beaten every time they 
fight? 
JoAN: Yes, father. 
FATHER: Yes, father! Perhaps you're not a bad girl, but 
worse. You're a mad, idiot girl. What do you think you can 
do then, poor idiot? 
JOAN: What my Voices tell me. I can ask the Squire of 
Beaudricourt for an armed escort. And when I've got my 
escort, I can go straight to the Dauphin at Chinon, to tell him 
that he's the rightful King; and l can lead him out at the 
bead of the soldiers to save Orleans; and then l can persuade 
him to be consecrated with holy oil by the Archbishop, and 
1 
then we can hurl the English into the sea. 
FAntER (suddenly understanding): Now you're eicplain-
ing yourself, at last, you filthy little slut! You want to go off 
with the soldiers, like the lowest of the low? 
JOAN (smiling mysteriously): No, father, like the highest 
under God, riding first into tbe battle, and not looking back 
until I have saved France. (Suddenly sad.) And after that is 
done, what happens is God's will. 
FATHER: I've beard enough shameless lying! I won't stand 
any more of it! I'll teach you what happens to girls who go 
chasing after soldiers, pretending to save France! 
(He savagely and unmercifully beats and kicks her.) 
JoAN (crying): Stop, father, stop! stop! 
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(The FATHER has taken off his belt, and starts to leather 
her, gasping with effort.) 
LAovENU (rising, very pale): This must be stopped! He 
means to injure her. · 
CAUCHON (gently): We can do nothing, Brother Ladvenu. 
At this part of the story we have never met Joan; we don't 
get to know her until the trial. We can only act our parts, 
each his own, good or bad, as they are written, and in his 
tum. And later on, you know, we shall do worse things than 
this to her. (He turns to WARWICK.) This domestic scene 
is not very pleasant to witness, my lord? 
WARWICK (with a gesture): Why not? We're firm be-
lievers in corporal punishment in England; it forms the char-
acter. 1 myself have been .flogged many times as a boy; and 
I took it extremely well 
(The FATHER, at last too exhausted to go on, wipes the 
sweat off his forehead, and shouts at JoAN, lying crumpled at 
his feet.) 
PATHl!R: There! you carrion! Do you still want to save 
France? (He turns to the others, rather ashamed of himself.) 
Well, sirs, what would you have done in my place if your 
daughter had said that to you? 
MOTH.BR ( coming forward) : Have you killed her? 
FATH.BR: Not this time. But if she talks any more about 
going off with the soldiers, I'll drown that girl of yours in the 
river with my own hands, do you hear me? And if I'm no-
where aboul, I give her brother full permission to do it for 
me. (He strides off.) 
(The MoTRER bends over JoAN and dries her face.) 
1-8 MOTHER: Joan, my little Joan, my little Joan. Did be hurt 
you? 
JoAN (giving a pathetic smile when she recognises her 
MOTHER): Yes. He meant me to feel it. 
MOTHER: He's your father, Joan; you must bear it 
patiently. 
JOAN (in a small voice): I do bear it, mother, I prayed 
while he beat me: prayed that our heavenly Father would 
forgive him. · 
MOTHER (shocked) : Onr heavenly Father doesn't have 
to forgive fathers for beating their daughters. It's their right. 
JoAN: And I prayed for him to understand. 
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MOTHER (fondling her): Understand what, my silly one? 
Why did you have to teU him all this nonsense? 
JOAN (in agony): Someone bas to understand; otherwise 
I'm by myself, and I have to face them alone! 
MoTHER (rockin g her in her arms): Now, now, now, you 
don't have to upset yourself. You remember when you were 
little, we would rock away your nightmares together. But 
now you're nearly a woman: nearly too big to hold in my 
arms any more, and I can tell you it's no good breaking your 
heart to make men understand anything. All you can do is 
say "yes" to whatever they think, and wait till they've gone 
out to the fields. Then you can be mistress in your own house 
again. Your father 's a good man; but if I didn't trick him 
sometimes for his own good I don't know where we should be. 
Who is it, Joan? You can tell your mother. Don't you even 
know h.is name, perhaps? And yet I don't know but it must 
be someone in the village. Why, your father might even agre~ 
to him; he's not against a good marriage for you. We mighQ 
even be able to persuade him he chose the boy himself, 
the poor old stupid. You know what men are: roar a lot, and 
Jay down the Jaw, and bang you about: but, the same as with 
a bull, you can lead them by the nose. 
JoAN: It isn't marriage that I have to think of, mother. 
The blessed St. Michael has told me I should leave the vil-
lage, put on a man 's clothes, and go and find his highness the 
Dauphin, to save the realm of France. 
MoTffER (severely): Joan, l speak nicely and gently to 
you, but I won't have you talking wickedness. And I won't 
have you put on a man 's clothes, not if you beg at my grave. 
Have my daughter a man! You let me catch you, my good-
ness! 
JOAN: But, mother, I should have to, if I'm to ride on 
horseback with the soldiers. It's the blessed St. Michael who 
says so. 
MOTHER: I don't care what the blessed St. Michael says, 
1 you shall never go off on a horse. Joan of Arc on a horse! 
It would be the talk of the village. 
JoAN: But the lady of Vaucouleurs rides a horse to hawk-
ing. 
MOTHER: You will not ride a horse, never! It isn't the 
station of Life you were born to. Such grand ideas, indeed! 
JOAN: But if I don't ride a horse, bow can I lead the 4 
soldiers? 
MOTHER: And you won't go with the soldiers, either, you 
wicked girl! I'd rather see you cold and dead. You see, how 
you make me talk the same as your father. There are some 
things we feel the same about. A daughter spins, and scrubs, 
and stays at home. Your grandmother never left this village, 
and neither have I, and neither will you, and when you 
have a daughter of your own, neither will sbe. (She suddenly 
bursts into tears.) Going off with the soldiers! Do you want to 
kill me? 
JoAN (throwing herself into her mother's arms, crying 
too): No, mother! 
MOTHER: You do: I can see you do. And you'll destroy 
yourself in the end if you don 't soon get these thoughts out 
of your bead. (Exit.) 
(JOAN straightens herself up, still in tears, while her 
MoTHER goes back to the CR.own.) 
1-9 JoAN: You see, holy St. Michael, it isn't possible; they 
won't ever understand. No one will. It is better that I should 
give up at once. Our Lord bas said that we have to obey our 
father and mother. (She speaks with the voice of the Arch-
angel.) 
-But first, Joan, you have to obey God. 
-But if God commands the impossible? 
-Then you have to attempt the impossible, calmly and 
quietly. It is a cause for pride, Joan, that God gives you 
something of His burden to carry. 
(After a pause.) 
-My Lord, do you think our Saviour can want a daughter 
to make her parents weep, and leave them alone to break their 
hearts, perhaps to die? That's hard to understand. 
-He bas said, I come to bring not peace, but a sword. I 
am come to set the brother against the sister and the son 
against the father. God came to bring struggle, Joan; not to 
make the way easy, but to make the way harder. He doesn't 
ask the impossible of everybody, but He does ask it of you. 
That is all. (JoAN looks up, and says simply.)-Well, I will 
go. 
A VOICE (from somewhere out of the shadows behind): 
Proud and arrogant) 
JoAN (disturbed): Who is calling me proud and arrogant? 
(After a pause, in the voice of the Archangel.) . 
-It was you, Joan. And when you begin to do what God 
is asking, it will be what the world calls you. But if you give 
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yourself humbly into the bands of God, you can bear this 
blame of pride. 
-It is heavy to bear, my Lordi 
-Yes, it is heavy. But God knows that you are strong. 
(A silence. She looks straight in front of her, and suddenly 
becomes a little girl again, happy and decided.) 
I 
All right, then. It' s all decided . I shall go and find my Uncle 
Durand. With him I always get my own way. He's as easy 
to manage as a tame sparrow. I shall kiss him on both cheeks, 
and on the top of his bead, and sit on his lap, and he will 
say "Oh Lord, Oh Lord," and take me to Vaucouleursl 
BROTHER: You're a silly donkey! Why did you have to 
go and tell the old people all that stuff? Next time, if you 
give me a ha'penny, I won't say a word about where I saw .-
you. 
JoAN (leaping cheerfully at him): Oh, so it was you who 
told them, you beastly little pig? Sneak, sneak, I'll give you a 
tweak! Tell tales out of school, duck him in a muddy pooll 
There's your halfpenny, lardy-head. Tell-tale-tit, your tongue 
shall be split, and all the children in the town shall have a 
little bit! 
(They fight like urchins. She chases straight across the stage 
towards BEAUDRlCOURT who has come forward to take the1 
centre of the stage. ) 
BEAUDRICOURT: Well, what is it? What does she want? 
What is it you want, you infernal nuisance? What's trusl 
nonsensical story I hear-
(JoAN collides head first with BEAUDRICOURT's great paunch . 
He is half winded, gives a yell of pain, grabs her by the arm 
arid lifts her level with his nose, apopletic with rage.) 
l What the devil do you want, you horrible mosquito? What' 
f the devil do you mean, playing the fool outside my gates for 
three days on end? What the devil are these tales you've been 
telling the guards until their eyes pop out as far as their 
noses? 
JoAN (breathless with her running and poised on tip-toe in 
1 the arms of the giant): I want a horse, my lord, a man's 
clothes, and an escort, to go to Chinon to see his highness 
the Dauphin. I 
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BEAUDRICOURT: And my boot, you want that, too, of 
course? 
JoAN: 1£ you like, my lord, and a good clout, as long as 
I get the horse as well. 
BEAUDRICOURT (still holding her): You know about me 
and you know what I want; the village girls have told you all 
about it, haven't they? They come along to see me, usually to 
beg for the life of a brother, or their old father who's been 
caught poaching on my lands. If the girl is pretty, I always 
hook him down off the gallows, being amiable at heart. If 
she's ugly, I bang the old chap, to make an example of him. 
But it's always the pretty ones who come; they manage to dig 
up one in the family somehow; with the admirable result that 
I have a fine reputation for benevolence in the neighbour -
hood. So now you know the rate of exchange, and we can 
come to terms. 
JoAN (simply): I don't know what you're trying to say, 
my lord. The blessed St. Michael sent me to you . 
BEAUDRICOURT (crossing himself anxiously with his free 
hand): You don't have to bring the saints into this. That 
was all right for the guards, to get you in to see me . But now 
you're here, and you can leave the saints in their proper 
places. And I wouldn't be surprised if you get your horse. An 
old jade for a young maid; it's a reasonable bargain. Are you 
a virgin? 
JOAN: Yes, my lord. 
BEAUDRICOURT (looking at her all the time): I agree to 
the horse. 
JoAN: That isn't all I want, my lord. 
BEAUDRICOURT: A greedy child, I see! Well, go on; you're 
amusing me. If I pay well for my pleasures it helps me to be-
lieve I really want them. You understand where this conver-
sation is leading? 
JOAN (frankly): No, my lord. 
BEAUDRJCOURT: Splendid. The bed's no place for brains. 
What else do you want beside the horse? The taxes are com-
ing in very well this autumn; I don't mind being generous. 
JoAN: An escort of men-at-arms, my lord, to accompany 
me to Chinon . 
BEAUDRICOURT (freeing her, changing his tone): Now 
listen to me, if we're to get on togethe r : I may be easygoing, 
but I won't stand any impudence. I'm the master here and 
you're using up my patience fast. I can just as well have you 
whipped for forcing your way in here, and send you home 
with nothing except the marks on your backside. So behave 
yourself. Why do you want to go to Chinon? 
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JoAN: To find his highness the Dauphln. 
BEAUDRICOURT: Well, well, you mean to get on! Why not 
the Duke of Burgundy while you're about it? In theory, you 
might have a sporting chance with him: the Duke's as hot 
as a buck rabbit. Whereas , as you probably know, the Dauphin 
when it comes to war and women ... I don't know what you 
, expect to get from hlrn. 
JoAN: An army, my lord, which I can lead to Orleans. 
BEAUDRIC0URT: Ah: if you're mad it's another thing al-
together. I'm not getting involved in any scandal. (He turns to 
1 the crowd upstage.) Hey, there, Boudousse! (A GUARD comes forward.) Take her away and give her a 
ducking, and then lock her up. You can send her back to 
her father tomorrow evening. But no beating, I don 't want 
any trouble; the girl's mad. 
JoAN (calmly, held by the GUARD): You can lock me up, 
my lorp: I don't mind that; but when they let me out to-
morrow evening I shall come back again. So it would be 
simpler if you let me talk to you now. 
r 
BEAUDRICOURT: Ten million thunders! Don't I frighten ' 
you? 
JOAN: No, my lord. Not at all. 
BEAUDRIC0URT (to the GUARD): Get back to your post! 
you don't need to stand about, listening to thls. 
(The GUARD goes, and when he has gone BEAUDRIC0URT 
asks uneasily.) And why don't I frighten you? I frighten 
•1erybody. 
JoAN (quietly): You are very good, my lord. 
BEAUDRlC0URT: Good? Good? I've told you, that de-
c:nds on the price. 
JoAN: And what's more, very intelligent. There are many 
:,eople I wilJ have to convince before I can do everything 
'llY Voices want; so it's lucky the first person I have to deal 
.vith, the one everything really depends on, should turn out 
to be the most intelligent. 
BEAUDRIC0URT (slightly puzzled, asks in a casual voice 
while he pours himself some wine): You're an odd girl , in 
• your way. How did you come to notice that I'm intelligent? 
JOAN: Because you're very handsome, my lord. 
BEAUDRIC0URT (with a furtive glance into the metal mir r<Jr 
beside him): Oh, tush! I suppose, twenty years ago, I migl1t 
say that I pleased the ladies; and I've taken care of mys1 f, 
not let myself get too old too soon; that's all it is.-It's q11ite 
peculiar and unsettling to have a conversation like this with 
--
J 
a farm girl rve never heard of, who happens to drop in like 
a stray kitten. (He sighs.) On the whole I vegetate here. My 
lieutenants are a poor bunch: hardly a brain between tbem. 
And while we're on the subject, what's tbis connection you 
find between intellect and beauty! I've usually beard quite 
the opposite: handsome people are always stupid; tbat's ·tbe 
general opinion. 
JOAN: That's the opinion of tbe plain people, who like to 
believe God can't manage both things at once. 
BEAUDRrcoURT (flattered) : Ah, well, you've made a point 
there. But then, take myself for example. I know, as you so 
kindly say, I'm not one of the plain people; but I wonder 
sometimes, am I, after all, very intelligent? No, no, don't 
protest. It 's a question I have to ask now and again. I can 
tell you this, between ourselves, as you're not anyone in par-
ticular. Obviously l'm more .intelligent than my lieutenants, 
that's only natural, being officer in command. If tbat wasn't 
an established fact there wouldn't be an army at aJl. But 
even so, I sometimes meet with problems which I find very 
troublesome. They ask me to decide something, some tactical 
or administrative point, and quite suddenly, I don 't know 
why, my mind is a blank. There it is, notbing but a sort of 
fog. Mark you, nobody knows that. 1 get out of it, without 
my face showing any change of expression; I make a de-
cision all right. And that's the essential thing when you·re 
in command, of course: make a decision, whatever it is. 
Until you've had some experience you're apt to get flus-
tered: but you realise after a bit, it a1J amounts to tbe same 
thing, whatever you decide. Still, I shouJd like to see myself 
doing better. Vaucouleurs, as you see, is of no great size. 
I'm looking forward to the day when I make a really impor-
tant decision: one of those momentous decisions, of great 
consequence to the nation: not a question of somebody who 
hasn 't paid his taxes, or half a dozen prisoners to be hanged: 
but something a bit exceptional, which would get me noticed 
and talked about higher up. (He stops dreaming, and looks 
at her.) [ don't know what in the world I'm doing telling 
you all this. You can't do anything about it, and God help 
you, you're half crazy into the bargain. 
JOAN (smiling gently): I know why. I knew it would hap -
pen, because they told me so. Listen, Robert-
BEAUDRICOURT (startled) : What are you doing calling me 
by my Christian name? 
JoAN: It's God's name for you, Robert. Now listen, Rob-
ert, and don't bluster again, because it isn't any use. What is 
the important decision, which will get you noticed and talked 
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about higher up? I can tell you, Robert. It 's me. 
BEAUDRICOURT: What are you talking about? 
JoAN (coming to him): I'll tell you, if you'IJ listen. First 
of all, you have to stop thinking of me as a girl, that's what 
is getting you confused. And I don't mean much to you any-
way, do I? (He hesitates, afraid of being cheated; she /fares 
up .) Robert, if you want to help yourself, you have to help 
me, too! When I tell you the truth, acknowledge it and say 
Yes: otherwise we shall never get anywhere. 
BEAUDRI<;:OURT (muttering, rather shamefaced): Well, 
no ... 
• JOAN (seve rely): What do you mean, no? 
BeAUDRICOURT: I mean, yes, it' s true. I'm not particular 
about you. (Addin g politely.) Though, mind you, you're a 
pretty enough little thing .... 
~ 
JoAN: All right , you don't have to think you've upset 
me. I'm very happy the point is cleared up. And now you 
can imagine you have already given me the suit of clothes 
I asked for, and we can discuss things together, sensibly 
and calmly, as man to man. 
BEAUDRICOURT (st ill suspicious): Discuss what? I 
JOAN (sitting on the edge of the table, finishing the dregs 
in the wine glass) : Your own important decision, my splen- I 
did Robert. Your great achievement which will make every-
one take notice of you. Think of all of tliem,. there at 
Bourges. They don't know whether they're praying or curs-
ing, or which saint to tum to next. The English are every-
where. And you know the French army. Good boys, who 
have still got fight in them, but they're discouraged. They've 
got it into their heads that the English will always be the I 
strongest, and there 's nothing to be done. Dunois the Bas-
tard; he's a good captain; intelligent, which is rare in the I 
army, but no one listens to him any more, and he's get-
ting tired of it. So be spends bis days having a high old 
time with the women in the camp (and that's something els•~ : 
I shall have to deal with) : and he's far too cock-a-hoop , likt 
all bastards. "The affairs of France aren't his concern: let 
that milksop Charles get his country out of the tan gle for 
himself." Then there's La Hire, and there's Xantrailles: prize 
angry bulJs: they always want to charge in head first, sla•"-
ing and thrusting like old heroes in the chronicles. Th e,, ' 
long among the champions of single combat, who dor 
derstand how to use their cannons , and always get killed to 
no purpose whatever, the way they did at Agincourt. They'r 
wonderful at getting killed, but it isn't any help. That 's true 
isn't it, Robert. You can't treat war like a tournament. Y ot. 
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have to win. You have to be cunning. (She touches her fore-
head.) You have to wage it nere. With aU your intelligence, 
Robert, you know that better than I do. 
BEAUDRICOURT: I've always said so. Nowadays we don't 
think enough. Take my lieutenants: always spoiling for a 
fight, and that's all they can think of. And the men who 
know how to think get overlooked; nobody dreams of using 
them. 
JoAN: Nobody. So they have to think for themselves. 
It's a lucky thing you have had such a tremendous idea. 
It's certain to alter everything. 
BEAUDRICOURT (uneasily): I have an idea? • 
JOAN: Don't question it, Robert ; be very proud of it. 
Your brain is working at great speed, clearly and concisely. 
It's a sad thing to think that, in the whole of France at this 
moment. no one sees things clearly, except you. 
BEAUDRICOURT: You believe so? 
JoAN: I tell you so. 
BEAUDRJCOURT: And what is it I see? 
JOAN: You see simply that the people of France have to 
be ·given a spirit and a faith. And it so happens that you 
have with you at this moment a young country girl. St. Mi-
cnael has appeared to her, and St. Catherine and St. Mar-
garet, or at least she says they have. You are not so sure 
about it, but for the time being it's not imponant. And this 
is where you show yourself to be so remarkable. You say to 
yourself: Here's a little peasant girl, of no consequence at 
all; all right. If by any chance she reaUy bas been sent by 
God, then nothing could stop her, and it can't be proved 
one way or the other whether God sent her or not. She cer-
tainly got in to see me, without my permission, and I've been 
listening to her for half an hour; nobody could deny that 
And then, like a sword of lightning, the idea strikes home 
to you. You say to yourself: If she has the power to con-
vince me, why shouldn't she convince the Dauphin and Du-
nois and the Archbishop? They're men, just as I'm a man; 
as a matter of fact, between ourselves, rather less inteUi-
gent. Moreover, why shouldn't she convince our soldiers 
that the English in the main are exactly like themselves, half 
courage and half a wish to save their skins; pummel them 
hard enough at the right moment, and you send them stag-
gering out of Orleans. It's magnificent how you marshal the 
whole situation in your mind. What our fellows need, you 
arc saying to yourself: what they need is someone to rouse 
their spirit and prove to them that God is still with them. 
This is where you show yourself a bom leader, Robert. 
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Bl!AUDRTC0URT (pitifully): You think that? 
JOAN: I know it. And very soon so will everyone else. 
Like all great politicians, you're a realist, Robert. You say 
to yourself: I, Beaudricourt, .have my doubts about her 
coming from God , but 111 send ber off to them, and if they 
think she is, it will have the same effect whether ifs true or 
false. By a stroke of good luck my courier is leaving for 
Bourges tomorrow morning-
BEAUDRICOURT: Who told you that? It's a secret. 
JoAN: I found it out. (She continues.) I pick half a dozen 
strong men for an escort, give her a horse and send her off 
, with the courier. At Chinon, as far as I can see, she will 
work things out for herself. (She looks at him admiringly.) 
My word, my word, Roberti 
BEAUDRIC0URT: What? 
JoAN: You have a marvellous intelligence to think of all 
that. 
BEAUDRICOURT (wiping his forehead, worn out): Yes. 
JoAN: Only, please give me a quiet horse, because I don't 
know bow to ride one yet. 
BEAUDRlCOURT (delighted): You're going to break your 
neck, my girl! 
JoAN: l don't think so. St. Michael will bold me on. I 
tell you what, Robert: I'll have a wager with you. l'lJ bet 
you a suit of clothes-the man's clothes which you still 
haven't said you'll give me-against a punch on the nose. 
Bring two horses into the courtyard and we'll galJop them 
together. If I fall off, you can lose faith in me. Is that fair? 
(She offers him her hand.) Agreed? And whoever doesn't 
pay up is a man of mud! 
BEAUDRICOURT (getting up): Agreed! I need to move 
about a bit. I wouldn't have believed how tiring it is to think 
so much. (He calls.) Boudoussel 
(Enter the GuARD.) 
GOARD: Do I take her away and give her a ducking, sir? 
BEAUDRICOURT: No, you idiot! You fetch her some 
breeches, and bring us a couple of horses. We're taking a 
gallop together. 
GuARD: What about the Council, sir? It's four o'clock. 
BEAUDRtCOURT: It can wait till tomorrow. Today I've 
used my brains quite enough. 
(He goes. JOAN passes the astonished GOARD and sticks I 
out her tongue. They lose themselves in the crn1• µ stage.) 
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•ll WARWICK (to CAUCHON): I can see this girl had quality. 
Very entertaining, to watch her playing the old fish, didn't 
you trunk so? 
CAUCHON: Rather too crude for my taste, my lord. 
Something subtler than th.at will be needed when she comes ~ p-; 
to deal with Charles. ,...,,-r-
WARWICK: My lord Bishop, the tricks that you and I ns~ 
in our way of business aren 't so remarkably different from 
hers. Whether we're ruling the world with a mace or a cro-
zier, in the long run, we do it by persuading fools that what 
we make them think is their own opinion. No need for any 
intervention of God in that. Which is why I found it so en-
tertaining. (He bows politely towards the BISHOP.) Entertain-
ing, at least, if one isn't professionally concerned, of course, 
as you are. Have you faith yourself, my lord Bishop? For-
give my bluntness; but between ourselves. I'm interested to 
knpw. 
CAUCHON (simply): A child 's faith, my lord. And that 
is why I shall make problems for you during the trial, and 
why we shall go as far as ever we can to save Joan, even 
though we have been sincere collaborators with the English 
rule, which seemed to us then the only reasonable solution 
to chaos. It was very easy for those who were at Bourges to 
caJJ us traitors, when they had the protection of the French 
army. We were in occupied Rouen. 
WARWICK: I don't like the word "occupied": You for-
get the Treaty of Troyes. You were quite simply on His 
Majesty's territory. 
CAUCHON: In the midst of His Majesty's army, and the 
execution of His Majesty's hostages; submitting to the cur-
few, and the condescension of His Majesty's food-supplies. 
We were men, with the frailty of men, who wanted to go on 
living, and yet at the same time to save Joan if we could. 
It was not in any way a happy part that we were called 
upon to fill. 
WARWICK (smiling): There was nothing to stop you be-
coming martyrs, my dear fellow, if that would have made 
it more inspiring for you. My eight hundred soldiers were 
quite ready. 
CAUCHON: We knew it. They took great pleasure in 
shouting their insults at us, hammering on the door with 
the butts of their halberds, to remind us they were there. 
We temporised for nine months before we would deliver 
Joan up to you; this little girl, forsaken by everyone; nine 
months to make her say Yes. Future times will be pleased 
to say we were barbarous. But I fancy, for all their fine 
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principles, they will take to expediency faster than we did; 
in every camp. 
WA~WICK: Nine months, that's . quite true. What a diffi-
cult confinement this trial has been. Our Holy Mother 
Church takes her time, when she's asked to give binh to a 
~ all matter of policy. But the nightmare is over. The moth-
er and child are both doing well. 
CAUCHON: l have pondered deeply over these things, my 
lord. The health of the mother, as you put it, is our one 
concern. And that is why, when we saw there could be no 
alternative, we sacrificed the child in good faith. Ever since 
that day of Joan's arrest, God has been dead to us. Neither 
she, whatever she may imagine, nor we, certainly, have heard 
Him any more. We have gone on, following our daily cus-
tom; our pre-eminent duty, to defend the old house, this 
great and wise human building which is all that remains to 
us in the absence of God. From the time we were fifteen 
years old, we were taught how to defend it. Joan had no 
such help. and yet, though her faith fell on dreadful days, 
when she was left alone by men and by God, she also has 
gone on. recovering at once after the single moment when 
she weakened, bearing herself with her curious mixture of 
humility and insolence, of grandeur and good sense, even 
up to execution and death. We weren't able to understa nd 
it then; we had our eyes buried in our mother's skirts, like 
children grown old . And yet, precisely in this loneliness, in 
the desert of a vanished God, in the privation and misery of 
the animal, the man is indeed great who continues to lift 
his head. Greatly alone. 
WARWICK: Yes, well, no doubt. But if our business is 
politics we can't afford to brood about such men . We seem 
fated, as -a rule, to meet them among the people we con-
demn to execution. 
CAUCHON (quietly, after a pause): It is a consolation to 
me sometimes to think of those old priests who, though they 
were deeply offended by her insolent answers, nevertheless, 
even with English swords at their back, tried for nine 
months not to commit the irreparable. 
WARWICK: Enough of fine phrases, Bishop. Nothing is 
irreparable in politics. I tell you we shall raise a handsome 
stat ue to her in London one day, when the right time comes. 
(He turns towards the people of Chinon, who have been put -
ting up a small palace set during this conversation.) But 
now let's come to Chinon, my lord. I've got a profound dis-
respect for that lounging little idler, Charles, but he's a char-
acter who never fails to amuse me. 
- -- _\.. 
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(Ca.uu.Es is with the cwo QUEENS and AGNES SoREL.) 
1-12 AoNl,s: But Charles, it's impossible! You can't let me 
appear at the ball looking such a frump. Your mistress in 
one of last year's steeple-hats. 
QUEEN: And your Queen, Charles! The Queen of 
France! What would they say? 
CHARLES (playing cup-and-ball, dropping into his throne): 
They would say the King of France isn't worth a farthing. 
Which is quite right. 
QUEEN: And think how the English court would laugh! 
The Duchess of Bedford, and Gloucester's wife, to say noth-
ing of the Cardinal of Winchester's mistress! Now there's 
someone who knows how to dress. 
AoNEs: Imagine, Charles, if they're wearing our newest 
fashions over there before we are! 
CHARLES: At least they pay for them. Fashion is prac-
tically the only thing we can sell them: our fashions and 
our cooking. They are the only things which still give us 
some prestige with the foreigners. 
YOLANDE: We have to defend this prestige. The girls 
aren't altogether wrong, Charles. It's most important there 
should be no question at this ball that ladies of the court 
of France are the best dressed women in the world. No 
one has ever been able to decide, remember, exactly where 
triviality begins. A steeple-hat the English have never seen 
before might be as good as a great victory. 
CHARLES (with a dry laugh): A victory which isn't going 
to stop them making off with Orleans, mother-in-law! Ac-
cording to the latest reports, Orleans is lost. And you think 
we should counter-attack with a new fashion. 
AGNES: Certainly. You've no idea what a dangerous 
blow it will be to their confidence. If you want a victory, 
Charles, here is one you can have for nothing. 
CHARLES: For nothing? You make me laugh! How much 
did you say these steeple-hats would come to? 
AGNES: Six thousand francs, my darling. That's next to 
nothing, when you remember they're completely embroi-
dered with pearls. And the pearls are a good investment. 
When the steeple-hat isn't fashionable any more you can al-
ways sell the pearls at a profit and put it towards the army's 
back pay. 
CHARLES: Six thousand francs! But where do you think 
I can find six thousand francs, you poor little fool? 
QUEEN (softly) : Twelve thousand francs, Charles, be-" 
cause there are two of us, remember. You wouldn' t want 
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your mistress to be better dressed than your wife. 
CHARLES (raising his hands 10 heaven): Twelve thousan d 
francil They've gone out· of their minds! 
AGNES: Of course there's a simpler model, but I wouldn 't 
advise it. You would forfeit the moral effect we should have 
on the stupid English. And that, after all, is the effect we're 
after. 
CHARLES: Twelve thousand francs! Enough to pay three--
quarters of Dunois's army. I don 't understand how you can 
encourage them, mother-in-law, a woman of your good judg-
ment. 
YOLANDE: It 's because I'm a woman of good judgment 
that I support them , Charles. Have you ever found me op-
posing anything that might be for your good or the dignity 
of the throne? l am the mother of your Queen, and yet it 
was I who introduced you to Agnes when I saw clearly how 
it might help you. 
QUEEN: Please, mother, don't brag about it! 
YOLANDE: Daughter , Agnes is a very charming girl who 
perfectly knows her place. It was quite as important to 
you as to me, that Charles should decide to become a man. 
And the kingdom had even more need of it than we had. A 
little more pride, dear girl; at the moment you have thoughts 
like a tradesman 's wife! Before Charles could become a man 
be had to be given a woman. 
QUEEN (acidly): I was a woman, it seems to me, and 
bis wife, what is more. 
YOLANDE: I don't w.ant to wound you, my dearest girl: j 
but only slightly a woman. I can say this to you, because I 
was very much the same. Good sense, intelligence-more 
than you have-but that was all. Which is why l was always 
willing that the King , your father, should have bis mistresses. 
Be his Queen, run bis house, give him a son and heir, and 
leave the rest to other people. We can't do everything. And 
anyway, love is scarcely an honest woman's concern. We 
don't do well at it. Besides, you will thank me later on: one 
sleeps so much better alone. And Charles is far more manly 
since he knew Agnes. You are more manly, aren't you, 
Charles? 
CHARLES: Yesterday l said "No" to the Archbishop. He 
tried to scare me, be sent La Tremouille in first to roar at 
me, and then he threatened to excommunicate me. All the 
old tricks. But I held firm. 
AGNES: And thanks to whom? 
CHARLES: Thanks to Agnes! We had rehearsed the ,vbole 
scene in bed. 
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YOLANDE: What did the Archbishop want? You didn't 
tell me. 
CHARLES (caressing AGNES absent-mindedly): I can't re--
member. To give up Paris to the Duke of Burgundy , or some--
thing of the sort, in return for a year's truce. I might say 
it wouldn't really have meant anything at all. The Duke 's 
in Paris already. But it was a matter of principle: Paris is 
France, and France is mine. At least I encourage myself to 
believe it is. So I said "No." The Archbishop made such a 
great fuss about it, the Duke must have promised him a 
pretty good sum. 
AONES: And what would have happened, Charles dear, 
if you had said "yes" in spite of me? 
CHARLES: You would have bad a headache for a week, 
and although, I suppose, if I had to, 1 could do without 
Paris, I couldn't do without you. 
AGNES: Well, then, my darling, if I have helped you to 
save Paris, you can surely buy me the new steeple--hat, and 
one for your little Queen, too, because you have said some 
very hurtful things to her, without noticing it, as usual, you 
bad boy. You don't want me to be ill for a whole week, do 
you? You wouldn't know what to do with yourself. 
CHARLES: All right, then, order your steeple-bats. I al-
ways have to say "yes" to somebody, if it isn't the Arch-
bishop, it's you. But I may as well tell you, 1 haven't the 
least idea how I'm going to pay for them. 
AGNES: You're going to sign a draft on the Treasury, 
Charles, and we. will see what happens later. Come along, 
little Majesty, we will try them on together. Would you rath-
er have this rose-coloured one, or the sky-blue? I think my-
self the rose is the one which will suit you best. 
CHARLES: What do you mean? Have you got them al-
reaay?-
AON!s: You're very slow at understanding, my dearest! 
Surely you can see, if we were to have them in time for the 
ball we had to order them a month ago? But we were so 
sure you would say "yes,'' weren't we, Your Majesty? You 
shall see what a sensation this causes in London! It's a great 
victory for France, you know, Charles! 
(They take to their heels.) 
1.-1 3 CHARLES (sitting back on his throne again): There's noth-
ing you can do but laugh, the way they harp on victories. 
La Tremouille, Dunois, they're all the same! There is al-
ways going to be a great victory. But everything has to be 
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paid for, including great victories, these days. And sup-
pose I can't afford a great victory? Suppose France is above 
my means? (He takes his writing desk, muttering.) Ah well, 
we shall see! [ can always sign a draft on the Treasury. Let's 
hope it will please the tradesmen. The Treasury is empty, 
but there's nothing on this paper to say so. (He turns to-
wards the QUEEN YOLANDE.) You wouldn't like a steeple-hat 
too, while I'm doing it? You needn't mind saying so. My 
signature isn't worth the ink it's written in. 
YOLANDE (coming to him): I'm past the age for steeple-
hats, Charles. I want something else. 
CHARLES (wearily): To make me a great King, I know! It 
gets very boring in the end, everybody wants to make me a 
great King. Even Agnes. Even in bed. Imagine how jolly 
that is. I wish you would all try and get it into your heads, 
I'm an unimportant, insignificant Valois, and to make a King , 
of me would need a miracle. I know my grandfather Charles 
was a great king; but he lived before the war when every-
thing was much cheaper. Besides, he was rich. But my fa-
ther and mother spent it all, so whether you like it or not, I 
can't afford to be a great king; I haven't got the money, and 
I haven't got the courage; you all know I haven't. Courage 
is far too dangerous in a world full of bullying brutes. That 
fat pig La Tremouille was in a raging temper the other day, i 
and drew his sword on me. We were alone together: no- I 
body there to defend me. He was quite prepared to give me 1 
a jab with it, the beastly hooligan! I only just had time to 
dodge behind the throne. So you see what we've come to. 
Drawing his sword on the King! I should have sent for the 
constable to arrest him, except that unfortunately he is the • 
constable, and I'm not sure that I am the King. That's why 
they treat me like this; they know that I may be only a bas-
tard. 
YoL~E: It's nobody but yourself, Charles, who is al- 1 
ways saymg so. 
CHARLES: When I look at the legitimate faces all round \ 
me I hope I am a bastard. It's a charming day and age to 
live in, when a roan isn't considered anybody unless be cnn 
brandish an eight-pound sword, and stroll about in a suit 01 
armour which would sink a galleon. When they put it on me, 
I'm welded into the ground; a great help to my dignity. 
And I don't like fighting. I don't like hitting, and 1 don't like 
being hit And what's more, if you want to know, I'm fright- • 
ened of it. (He turns towards her crossly.) What other impos-
sibilities do you want me to do? 
Yo.LANDE: I want you to receive this girl from Vaucou-
--, 
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leurs. She says God sent her; and furthermore she says she 
has come to deliver Orleans. The people can think and talk 
of nothing else, and they're only waiting now to hear that 
you agree to receive her. 
CHARLES: Then they're going to find I'm not as ridicu-
lous as they think I am. Give audience to an eccentric peas-
ant girl? Really, mother-in-law, for a woman of good sense 
you disappoint me. 
YOLANDE: I've given you Agnes, because I thought it was 
for your good, Charles, though against my interest as a 
mother. Now I tell you to accept this girl from Domremy. 
She seems to possess some exceptional power, or so every-
body says, which is a point to be considered. 
CHAR.LES (bored): I don't like virgins. I know, you're 
goingtotell me again that I'm not virile enough. But they 
frighten me. And, anyway, I have Agnes, who still pleases 
me quite well enough. Don't think I'm reproaching you, but 
for someone who is a queen and my mother-in-law, you have 
a very remarkable vocation. 
YoUNoB (smiles): You don't understand me, Charles, 
or else you're pretending not to. I'm asking you to take this 
peasant girl into your council, not into your bed. 
CHARLE.s: In that case, in spite of all the respect I owe 
you, I have to tell you you're absolutely mad . Int o my coun-
cil, with the Archbishop, and La Tremouille, who believes that 
he sprang from Jupiter's thigh? Do you want them to knock 
my head off? 
YoLANDB (gently): I think apeasant in your council is 
exactly what you all need. The nobility governs the king-
dom, which is as it should be; God has entrusted it into 
their hands. But, without presuming to criticise the wisdom 
of providence, I wonder sometimes that he hasn't given them 
what be gives so generously to humbler men, a better meas-
ure of simplicity and common sense. 
CHARLES (ironically) : And courage! 
YOLANDE (gently): And courage, Charles. 
CHARLES: As far as I can understand you, you recom-
mend turning the government over to the people? To the 
good people who have all the virtues. You've read the history 
of tyrants, I suppose? 
YOLANDE: No, Charles. In my day, knowledge was not 
encouraged in young women. 
CHAR.Les: But I've read it: the endless procession of hor-
rors and scandals; and I amuse myself sometimes by imagin-
ing how the procession will go on in the future. They will 
certainly trv what you recommend. They'll try everything. 
to oppose 
Yolande 
- J 
to mock the 
Archbishop 
to dismiss the 
Archbishop 
1- 14 
47Z ANOUILH 
Men of the people will become masters of the kingdoms, 
maybe for centuries, the time it takes for a meteor to cross 
the sky; and that will be the time for massacres and the most 
monstrous errors. And what will they find, at the great ac-
count, when all is done? They'll find that not even the most 
vile, capricious, and cruel of the princes have cost the world j 
as much as ooe of these virtuous men. Give France a power-
ful man of action, born of the people, whose ambition is to I 
make the people happy, whatever it may entail, and see how 
they'll come to wish to God they had their poor lazy Charles 
back again, with his everlasting game of cup-and-ball. At 
least I've no theories about organizing the happy life. A nega-
tive virtue, perhaps, but more valuable than they realise 
yet. I 
YOLANDE: You should give up this cup-and-ball game, 
Charles, and this habit of sitting upside down on your throne. 
It's no behaviour for a king. 
CHARLES: You would be sensible to let me be as I am. 
When the ball misses the cup, it drops on to my nose and 
nobody else's. But sit me on the tb.rone the right way up, 
with the orb in one band and the sceptre in the other, then 
whenever r make a mistake the ball will drop on everybody's 
nose. 
(Enter the ARCHBISHOP and LA TREMOUILLE. He sits like a 
king on his throne.) 
CHARLES: Archbishop, Constable, you've come at the per-
fecf'inoinent. I am starting to govern. You see I have here the 
orb and the sceptre. 
ARCHBISHOP (taking his eye-glass): It's a cup-and-ball! 
CHARLES: Unimportant, Archbishop; symbolism, after all. 
That isn't something 1 have to teach a prince of the Church. 
Your announced visit to me, my lord, must mean you wish for 
an audience . 
ARCHBISHOP: I haven't come to be playful, Sire. I know 
very well the minority opinion, which cares to intrigue and 
agitate on every possible occasion, is trying to persuade you 
to see this notorious peasant girl you have beard of. The 
Constable and I are here, Sire, to say it is not our intention 
to admit her. 
CHARLES (to QUEEN YOLANDE): What did I tell you?-
I have taken note of what you recommend, my lord, and I 
shall consider what course to follow. Now you may go; the 
audience is over. 
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ARCHBISHOP: I will remind you, Sire, we are not here for 
your amusement. 
CHARLES: Whenever I talk like a king for a moment, 
they always think I'm amusing myself. (He lies back on his 
throne with the cup and ball.) Very well, then; leave me to 
amuse myself in peace. 
A.RCHBlSHOP: This girl's miraculous reputation is spread-
ing across the country ahead of her; it was here before she 
arrived; it's already causing excitement in besieged Orleans. 
God has taken her by the hand and leads her: this is the 
story. God has decided that she shall save France and drive 
the English back across the sea; and other such nonsense. God 
wiU expect you to receive her into the royal presence, and 
nothing is going to prevent her. I don't know why they're so 
anxious that God should concern Himself in their affairs. 
And naturally she has performed miracles; it would have 
surprised me more if she hadn't. A soldier called her I don't 
know what when she arrived at Chinon. She told him 
that be was wrong to swear, because soon he would be 
standing before his Redeemer. And an hour later this boorish 
fellow missed his footing, and fell into the well in the serv-
ants' yard, and drowned himself. That blundering step of a 
drunkard has done more for the girl's reputation than a great 
victory ever did for Dunois. Apparently the opinion is unani-
mous, from the lowest kennel-boy to the highest lady in your 
court: only this wretched girl can save us. A preposterous 
infatuation!-! speak to you, sir, of the gravest matters of 
the realm, and you play at cup-and-ball. 
CHARLES: My lord, let us be clear about this. Do you 
waiiriiie"to play at cup-and-ball, or do you want me to gov-
ern? (He sits up.) Do you want me to govern? 
ARCHBISHOP (disturbed) : Sire, we don't ask you to go as 
far as that. We wish you to notice and appreciate the efforts 
we are making .... 
CHARLES: I assure you, I notice them; I appreciate them; 
atld I find them quite useless, my lord. Everyone expects me 
to see this girl, isn't it so? 
A.RcHBISHOP: I haven't said that! 
CHARLES: Well, I'm not at all curious to see her. I'm 
not fond of new faces; we have to know too many people as 
it is. And messengers from God aren't usually very enliven-
ing. But I want to be a good king, and content my people. ( 
shall see this peasant girl, if only to take the wind out of 
her sails. Have you spoken to her yourself, Archbishop? 
.ARCHBISHOP: l have other things to do, sir, when you con-
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sider that I carry the whole burden of the kingdom's affairs. 
CHARLES: Quite so. And I have nothing else to do ex-
cept play at cup-and-ball. So I shall see her to save you the 
trouble: and I shall tell you frankly what I think of her. You 
can trust me to do that, my lord. I know you don't easily 
credit me with any qualities worth having, but at least you 
will agree that I'm a frivolous man: a quite useful condition! 
for this interview. I'm very soon bored by anyone who talces' 
himself seriously. I am going to receive this girl, and if she 
can make me want to listen to her talking about the welfare 
of the kingdom, whlch no one has ever done yet without 
making me yawn, then there's no doubt about her perform-
ing miracles. 
ARCHBISHOP (muttering): A peasant girl in the presence 
of the king! 
CHAR.LES (simply): You will remember, I think, that some 
of all kinds have been admitted to my presence. I don't mean 
M. de La Tremouille, who springs, of course, direct from 
Jupiter's thigh. But, for instance, yourself, my lord:-1 think 
I remember being told you were the grandson of a wine mer-
chant. There is no reproach in that. What could be more nat-
ural? You have carried the wine from your cellars to the 
altar. And as for myself, as you frequently have told me, it's 
a moot point whether I'm the son of a king. So we'd better not 
play the ancestry game, my lord, or we shall be making 
ourselves altogether ridiculous. (To QUEEN YOLANDE.) Come 
with me, and help me get ready for her. I've thought of ai 
very amusing joke. We can disguise one of the pages in a 
royal doublet, if we can find one that isn't too shabby; sit 
him on the t_hrone, whlch I am sure he will manage better 
than I can, and I shall hide myself in the crowd. Then we can 
listen to a solemn harangue from the messenger of God to a 
page-boy! It ought to be irresistible, don't you think so? 
(They go out.) 
.ARCHBISHOP (to LA TREMOUILLE): Do we let him do it? 
It's a game to him, like everything else. It shouldn't be dan-
gerous. And once he has seen her, the people may very well 
calm down again. In a fortnight they will have found some 
other messenger of God to infatuate them, and the girl will 
be forgotten. 
LA TREMoUILLB: I command the army, Archbishop, arid 
I can only tell you, the official doctor of the nation has noth-
ing more to say. We're now entirely in the hands of the bone,. 
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setters, the faith-healers, the quacks. In other words, what 
you call messengers from God. What do we risk? 
ARCHBISHOP (anxiously): Constable, wherever God con-
cerns himself everything is a risk. If the unlikely should be 
true, and He really has sent this girl to us: if, in fact, He 
means to take our part, then our troubles are only beginning. 
We shall be shaken out of all custom and orthodoxy, con-
trive to win four or five battles, and then will come the prob-
lems, the complications. Long experience as a man, both in 
the church and in government, teaches me that never, never 
must we draw God's attention to us. lt is better to remain very 
small, Constable, very small and unnoticed. 
(The COURTIERS take their places with the QUEENS; a 
PAGE sits on the throne; CHARLES slips into the crowd. The 
ARCHBISHOP concludes in an undertone. Everybody is 
grouped round the throne where the little PAGE sits; CHARLES 
is in the crowd. JoAN enters alone, looking very small and 
simple among the armour and the court fashions. They 
make a way for her to pal·S to the throne. She is about kneel, 
hesita1es, blushes, looking at the PAGE.) 
YOLANDE (whisper ing in her ear) : You must kneel, child, 
before the king. 
(JoAN turns towards her, puzzled; then suddenly she looks 
at all the silent people who are watching her, and advances 
silently in the crowd, who make way for her. She goes to-
wards CHARLES, who tries to hide from her. When he sees 
that she is about to reach him, he almost runs to hide behind 
the others, but she follows him, almost running, 100. She finds 
him in a corner and falls on her knees.) 
CHARLES (embarrassed in the silence): What do you want 
with me? 
JoAN: Gentle Dauphin, I am called Joan the Maid. God 
has brought me to you, to tell you that you will be anointed 
and crowned in the city of Rheims. You will be viceroy of the 
King of Heaven, who is King of France. 
CHARLES (awkwardly): Well, that is very nice. But Rheims 
belongs to the English, I understand. How would I get there? 
JoAN (still on her knees) : By your own strength, gentle 
Dauphin; by beating them. We will st.an with Orleans, and 
then we can go to Rheims. 
LA TREMoUILLB (coming up): Little lunatic! Isn't that 
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what all the army commanders have been trying to do for 
months? I am the head of them; I know something about it. 
And they haven't got there. 1 
JoAN (getting up): I will get there. t 
LA TREMOUILLE: Will you indeed? And how will you get 
there? 
JoAN: With the help of God Who sends me. 
LA TREMOUILLE: I see. So God has arranged for us to re--
take Orleans? 
f JoAN: Yes, my lord; and to hunt the English out of France. 
I LA ThEMOUJLLE (jeering): A very beautiful thought! But God can't conv-ey His own messages Himself? He has to have you to do it for Him? 
JoAN: Yes, my lord. 
ARCHBISHOP (approaching her): Young woman ... (JOAN 
sees him, kneels and kisses the hem of his robe. He gives her 
his ring to kiss, and motions her lo rise.) You say that God 
wishes to deliver the kingdom of France. If such is indeed His . 
will, He has no need of armies, or you to lead them. 
JoAN: Oh, my lord, does God care for tbose who have 
no care? First the soldiers must fight, and then He will give 
the victory. 
CHARLES: How did you recognize me without my crown? 
JoAN: Gentle Dauphin, it was a good joke to put your 
crown on this boy, it doesn't take much to see that he's really 
a little nobody. 
CHA.RLEs: You're mistaken. The boy is the son of a great 
lorcr---
JoAN: Great lords are not the ki.ng. . 
CHARLES (troubled): Who told you I was the king? I don't 
look like a king. 
JoAN: God told me, gentle Dauphin: Who appointed you 
from the beginning of time, through your father and your 
grandfather and all the line of kings, to be viceroy of His 
kingdom. 
(The ARCHBISHIP and LA Th.EMOUJLLB exchange a look of 
annoyance.) 
ARcHBtsBoP: Sire. The girl's answers are interesting: they 
show a remark able good sense. But in a matter as delicate as 
this you cannot surround yourself with precautions too strict 
or thorough. A commission of learned theologians must ques-
tion and examine her very closely. We will then discuss their 
report in Council, and decide if it is timely for you to give 
this girl a longer hearing. There's no need for her to importune 
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you any further today. First of all I shall interrogate her 
myself. Come here, my daughter. 
CHARLES: Not at all.(He stops JoAN.) Stay where you are. 
(He turns to the ARCHBISHOP, taking JoAN's hand to give him-
self courage.) I was the one she recognised. I was the one 
she spoke to. I wish you to leave me alone with her: all of 
you. 
ARCHBISHOP: This blunt dismissal, sir: it is quite extraor-
dinary, it is improper! Apart from all else, you should at least 
think of your own security .... 
CHAR.LES (learf u/ for a moment, but he looks at JoAN and 
pulTs li1mself together): I am the only judge t>f that. (He re- • 
cites:) Through my father, my grandfather , and all the line 
of kings ... (He winks at JoAN.) Isn't that right? (He turns 10 
the others, imperturbable.) Leave us, my lords, when the 
king commands it. (They all bow, and go. CHARLES keeps his 
regal pose f or a moment, and then explodes with laughter.) 
They've gone, they 've gone! Did I do that, or did you? It's 
the first time in my life I have ever made myself obeyed. (Re 
looks at her, suddenly anxious.) l hope there is nothing in 
what the Archbishop was trying to suggest. You haven't 
come here to kill me? There isn't a knife hidden about you 
somewhere? (He looks at her, and she smiles gravely.) No. 
You reassure me. I had forgotten, among au these pirates 
in my court, how reassuring a smile could be. Are there 
many of you in my kingdom with such honest faces? 
JoAN (still smiling gravely): Yes, sir, very many. 
CHARLES: But I never see you. Only ruffians, hypocrites, 
and whores: my entourage. Though of course there's my 
little queen, who has a certain amount of charm but not 
many brains. (He goes back to his throne, his feet on the 
rail, and sighs.) Well, there you are. I suppose now you have 
to start boring me. You're going to tell me to become a 
great king. 
JoAN (gently): Yes, Charles. 
Cw.RLES: Don't let's bother. We shall have to stay shut 
up nere together for an hour at least, to impress them. If you 
talk to me about God and the kingdom of France for an 
hour, I shall never last out. I propose instead we talk about 
something quite different. Do you play cards? 
JOAN (opening her eyes wide): I don't know what it is. 
CHARLES: It's an amusing game they invented for Papa, to 
distract him during his illness. You'll see, I shaU teach you. 
I've played so often now I've got tired of it, but I thlnk you 
may like it if you've never played before. (He goes to rum-
mage about in a chest.) I hope they haven't stolen them from 
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me. They steal everything here. And a pack of cards, you 
know, costs a lot of money. Only the royal princes have them. 
Mine were left to me by my father. I shall never have 
enough money to buy myself another pack. If those devils 
have stolen them ... No, here they are. (He returns with the 
cards.) You knew Papa was mad, did you? Sometimes I hope 
I'm reaUy his son, so that I can be sure I'm the true king; 
and then, at other times I hope I'm a bastard, so that I don't 
have to drea d going mad before I'm thirty. 
JOAN (gently): And which of the two would you prefer, 
Charles? 
CHARLES (turnin g in surpr ise): Good heavens, are you 
calling me Charles? This is turning out to be a most surpris-
ing day. I believe I'm not going to be bored, for once; it's 
marvellous. 
JoAN: Not now, Charles, or ever again. 
CJiARLES: Bxtraordinary.-Which of the two would 
prefer? Well, I suppose on the days when I have some 
courage I would rather take the risk of going mad, and bt 
the true king; and on the day when I haven 't I would rather 
• Jet everything go, and retire on my twopence-ha'penny to 
somewhere abroad, and live in peace. Have you met Agnes? 
JOAN: No. 
CHARLES (sh uffiing the cards): No, of course you haven't. 
Retmng wouldn' t do for her. And I couldn't afford her then. 
She is always wanting me to buy her things. 
JoAN (suddenly grave): And today: are you feeling brave 
today, Charles? 
CHARLES: Today? (He ponders a nwment.) Yes, it seems to 
meT1eeT1airly brave. Not very, but fairly. Well, you saw how 
I packed off the Archbishop. 
JoAN: How would you like to be brave all the time, from 
today onwards? · 
CHARLES (leaning forward, interested) : Do you mean you 
know the secret? 
JoAN: Yes. 
CHARLES: Are you some sort of a witch? You needn't be 
afiaid to tell me; it isn't something I object to. I promise 
you I won't repeat it. Those executions horrify me . I was 
taken once to see them burn a heretic. [ was sick all ni1?'1t. 
JoAN (smiling): No, I'm not a witch, Charles. But ' know 
the secret. 
CHARLES: Would you sell it to me, without letting the 
others know about it? I'm not very well off, but I could rnake 
you a draft on the Treasury. 
JOAN: I will give it to you, Charles. 
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JoAN: Yes. 
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CHARLES: Then I'm not interested. A secret is either no 
good, or far beyond my means. Disinterested people are too 
rare, at any price. (He shuffles the cards.) I've taken to be- • 
having like a fool, so that I shall be left in peace, but I know 
more than you think I know. I'm not so easily gulled. 
JoAN: You know too much. 
CliAru,Es: Too much? You can never know too much. 
JoAN: Sometimes; it is possible. 
CHARLES: I have to defend myself. You would soon see, 
if you were here in my position! If you were alone, among 
a lot of brutes whose one idea is to stab you when you are 
least expecting it, and if you·ve been born a weak sort of fel-
low, as I was, you would soon realise the only way to steer 
safely through it is by being more clever than they are. And 
I am; much more clever. Which is why I more or less bang 
on to my throne. 
JOAN (puts her hand on his arm): I shall be with you now, 
defending you. 
CHARLES: Do you think you will? 
JoAN: And I'm strong. l'm not afraid of anything. 
CHARLES (sighing): You're very lucky! (He deals the 
cards.) Sit down on the cushion; l'm going to teach you to 
play cards. 
JoAN (smiling, sitting close to the throne): All right. And 
then I'll teach you something. 
CHARLES: What? 
JoAN: Not to be afraid. And not to know too much. 
CHARLES: Now pay attention. You see the cards, and 
these pictures on them? There's something of everything 
here: knaves, queens, kings: the same as in the world: and 
here are the commoners: spades, hearts, clubs, diamonds. 
Those are the troops. There are plenty of them, you can Jose 
as many as you like. You deal the cards without looking at 
them, and fate either gives you a good hand, or a bad band, 
and then the battle begins. The higher cards can capture the 
lower cards. Which do you think is the strongest? 
JoAN: The king is. 
CHARLES: Well, be is almost the strongest, but there's one 
strongerstill. This card here, for instance, the single heart. 
Do you know what it's called? 
JoAN: God, of course: because He's the only one who 
commands kings. 
CliA!u.Es (anuoyed): No, it isn't at all. For goodness sake 
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Jet God alone for five minutes. For the time being we're 
1 playing cards. It's called the ace. 
JoAN: Theo the game of cards is ridiculous. What can 
be stronger than a king, except God? 
CHARLES: The ace, in fact. The ace, or God if you like; 
but there's one in each camp. You see: ace of hearts, ace 
of spades, ace of clubs, ace of diamonds. One for each of 
them. You're not so intelligent as I thought you were. Do 
you think the English don't say their prayers, as well as us? 
And, what's more, to a God who protects them, and gives 
them victories over us. And my cousin, the Duke of Bur-
gundy, be has a God for Burgundy, in just the same way: a 
smallish one, maybe, but a bold one, a cunning one, who gets 
my cousin out of difficulties very well. God is with everybody, 
my girl. He marks the points, and keeps the score. But, in the 
I long run, He plumps for the people who have the most money and the biggest armies. So why do you imagine He should be with France, now that France has got nothing at all? JoAN: Perhaps for that reason: because she has nothing 
at all, Charles. 
~~ (shrugging his shoulders): You don't know Him! 
JOAN: J do. God isn't with the strongest; He is with the 
bravest. There's the difference. God hasn't any Jove for 
cowards. 
CHARLES: Then He doesn't love me. And if He doesn't 
love me, why do you expect me to Jove Him? AU He bad to 
do was to give me some courage. I don't.ask for anything 
better. 
JoAN (severely): Do you think He's your nurse, with no 
one else to think about but you? Why can't you make the best 
of what you have got; 1 know He has made you weak in 
the legs .... 
CHARLES: You've noticed that? He ought to have managed 
better than that. Particularly with the present fashions. It's 
because of my legs that Agnes can't bring herself to love me. 
If He had only an eye for proportion, and hadn't given me 
my big knees as well ... 
JoA.N: Well, I grant you that. He didn't go to much trou-
ble over your knees. But there was something else that more 
, concerned Him; His eye was on your head and your heart, 
Charles, where you most resemble Him. And there it is He 
makes you free, to be whatever you will. You can use them 
to play cards, or to outmanreuvre the Archbishop for a time, 
though in the end you have to pay for it; or else you can 
! use them to make the house of Valois glorious again, and remake the kingdom. Your little queen gave you a son, ., 
Charles. What are you going to leave the boy when you die?• 
This wretched scrap of France, nibbled by the English'/ If 
so, when he grows up, the boy will be able to say, as you 
did just now, that God hasn't any interest in him. You are 
God, Charles, to your little son; and you have to take care of 
him. 
CHARLES (groans): But I keep telling you, everything 
frightens me. 
JOAN (coming nearer to him): You shall have the secret 
now, Charles. But don't give me away when I tel1 you first 
that everything frightens me, too. Do you know why M. de 
la Tremouille isn't afraid of anything? 
CHARLES: Because he is strong. 
JoAN: No. Because he is stupid. He never imagines any-
thing. Wild boars, and bulls, and barrel-headed oxen are 
never afraid of anything, either. And I tell you this: it has 
been even more complicated for me to get to you than it 
will be for you to get to Orleans and refashion your king-
dom. I bad to explain to my father, and that was a bad 
enough beginning. He wouldn't believe l wanted anything, 
except to go dragging off after the soldjers; and so he beat 
me, and, my goodness, the English don't hit any harder than 
he does. And then 1 had to make my mother cry; there 
was nothing worse than that; and then to convince Beaudri-
court, who didn't want to think of anyt!}ing except adding 
one more to bis list of sins. Don't think I b:wen 't been afraid. 
l was afraid all the time, from the very beginning. 
·9:!ARLEs: Theo how have you done it? 
JOAN: Just as 1 should have done without the fear. That's 
all the difficulty there is, Charles. Try it once and see. You 
say: one thing is obvious, I'm frightened, which is nobody's 
business but mine, and now on I go. And on you go. And if 
you see something ahead which nothing can overcome ... 
C'RARLES: Like Tremouille enjoying one of his rages-
JoAN: Yes, if you like. Or the unshakeable English facing 
Orleans in their fortress built like.,rocks. You say: Here it is 
-they outnumber us, their walls are as thick as the length of 
a giant's arm, their cannons out-thunder thunder, their ar-
rows out-rain the rain. So be it. I'm frightened. Now I've 
realised how frightenfog it is, on we go.-And the English 
are so astonished, they begin to be frightened themselves, 
and you get through! You get through because you think 
deeper, imagine more, and get your fear over first. That's 
the secret of it. 
CHARLES: But is it always so successful? 
JoAN: Always. As long as you turn and face what fright-
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ens you. But the first step has to be yours; He waits for that. 
• CHARLES (after a pause); You think we could try your 
secret? 
JOAN; We have to try it. ~.,.,,~ 
CHARLES (suddenly frightened by his temerity): T0n1or-
row, perhaps. By tomorrow l shall have bad time to prepare 
for it. 
JoA N : No, Charles; now; you're ready now. 
CHARLES: Do you mean that I'm ready to call the Arch-
bishop and La Tremouille? That I'm ready to tell them that 
I've given you command of the army, and then sit calmly 
back and watch their faces? 
JOAN: Absolutely ready. 
CHARLES: I'm scared out of my life. 
JoAN':"~Tben the worst is over. One thing is essential: you 
mustn't be still fright ened after you've called them. Are you 
sure you are as frightened as you possibly can be? 
CHARLES ( his hand on his belly) : Oh yes, I agree with you. 
JOAN: Wonderful! That's an enormous advantage. When 
they start to be frightened , you will have got over it already. 
Tbe whole scheme is to be afraid first, before the batt le be-
gins. You 'll soon see. I'll call them. (She calls offstage.) My 
Lord Archbishop, M. de la Tremouillel M. le Dauphin wishes 
to speak to you. 
CEARLES (taken by panic): Oh dear, I'm so frightened! 
Goo"aness, goodness, I'm so frightened. 
JOAN: That's it, that 's right, Charles; more frightened still! 
CHARLES (his teeth chattering): I can't be more frightened: 
it's impossible! 
JoAN: Then we have the victory! God has joined you; He 
says "Charles is afraid, but still be calls them." In eight 
hours we shall hold Orleans! 
(Enter the ARCHBtSHOP and LA TREMOUILLB, surprised.) 
ARCHBISHOP: You called us, your Highness? 
CHARLES (suddenly, after a last look' at JOAN): Yes: I've 
come to a decision, my lord, and it also concerns you, M. de 
la Tremouille. I am giving the command of my royal army 
to this Maid here. (He suddenly shouts.) If you don't agree, 
M. de la Tremouille, I must ask you to surrender your sword 
to me. You are under arrest! 
(LA TREMOUJLLE and the ARCHBISHOP stand petrified.) 
JoAN (clapping her hands): Well done! Now you know 
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how simple it is! Do you see their faces, Charles? Look at 
them: do look at them! Who is frightened now, Charles? (She 
bursts out laughing; CHARLES begins to laugh as well: they 
rock with laughter, unable to stop; and the ARCHBISHOP and 
LA TREMOUILLE seem turned to stone . JOAN drops suddenly 
on to her knees, crying): Thank you, God! 
CHARLES (also kneeling): On your knees, M. de la Tre-
mouille, on to your knees! And give us your blessing, Arch-
bishop: no hesitating: give us your blessing! Now that we've 
all been thoroughly frightened, we must ma1'e straight for 
Orleans! 
(LA TREMOUJLLE is on his knees, stupefied by the blow. 
The ARCHBISHOP, bewildered, mechanically gives his bless-
ing.) 
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WARWICK (laughing and coming forward with CAUCHON): 
In point of fact, that wasn't exactly bow it happened. They 
called a meeting of the Council, and discussed the matter for 
hours. Io the end they agreed to use Joan as a sort of flag-
pole to nail their colours to: an attractive little mascot, well 
qualified to charm the general public into letting themselves 
be killed. The best we could do to restor e the balance was to 
treble the men's drink ration before they went into action, 
though it had nothing like as good an effect. We started being 
beaten from that time on, against all the laws of strategy. I 
know some people have said there was nothing miraculous 
about that. They maintain that our system of isolated forts 
around Orleans was ludicrous, and all the enemy had to do 
was attack: which is what Joan made them agree to try. 
But that 's not true. Sir John Talbot was no fool. He knew his 
job thoroughly well; as he has proved again and again, both 
before this regrettable business, and since. His system of for-
tification was theor etically impregnable. No: we must have the 
grace to admit there was more in it than that: a strong ele-
ment of the imponderable---or God, as you might say, my 
Lord Bishop-which the rules of strategy don't provide for. 
Without question, it was Joan: singing like a lark in the sky 
over the heads of your French armies on the march. I am 
very fond of France, my Lord: which is why I should be 
most unhappy if we lost her. This lark singing in the sky, 
while we all take aim to shoot her down: that seems very like 
France to me. Or at least like the best of her. In her time 
she has had plenty of fools, rogues and blunderers; but every 
now and then a lark sings in her sky, and the fools and the 
rogues can be forgotten. I am very food of France. · 
CAUCHON (gently) : But still you take aim and shoot her 
down. 
WARWICK: A man is a mass of contradictions, my lord 
Bishop. 1t isn't unusual in him to kill what he loves. I love 
animals, but I hunt them, too. (He suddenly gets up, look-
ing stern. He raps with his stick on his boot, and makes a sign 
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to Two SoLDIERS who come forward.) Come along now: the 
lark has been caught. The cage of Compiegne has shut her 
in. The singing is over; and Charles and his court are leaving 
her there, without a second glance. They're going back to 
their old political methods, now that their little mascot isn't 
bringing them luck any more. 
(Indeed, CHARLES, LA ThEMOUILLE, and the .ARCH-
BISHOP have slyly got up and edged away from JoAN, who is 
on her knees, praying. She starts up astonished to be alone, 
and sees CHARI.Es deserting her. The GUARDS begin to drag 
her away.) 
CAUCHON: Your king bas left you, Joan! There's no rea-
son now to go on defending him. Yesterday we read you the 
letter he has sent to every town, telling them to say he 
repudiates you. 
JOAN (after a pause, quietly): He is my king. 
CHARLES (in a low voice to the ARCHBISHOP) : That letter 
is going to be thrown in our teeth for a long time yet . 
.ARCHBISHOP (also aside): It had to be, sir : it was ab-
solutely necessary. At this juncture, the cause of France can-
not be Jinked in any way with Joan 's . 
CAUCHON: Joan: listen carefully, and try to understand 
what I'm saying. Your king is not our king. A treaty in right-
ful and due form has made Henry the Sixth of Lancaster 
King of France and England. Your trial is not a political 
trial. We are simply trying with all our power and with all 
our faith to lead a lost sheep back into the fold of our Holy 
Mother Church. But as men, Joan, we consider ourselves to 
be faithful subjects of His Majesty King Henry. We have as 
great and sincere a love of France as you: and because of 
that we recognise him as our sovereign: so that France can 
rise up again out of her ruins, dress her wounds, and be free 
of this appalling, interminable war which has drained all her 
strength. The useless resistance of the man you call your 
king, and his absurd pretensions to a throne which isn't bis, 
appear to us to be acts of rebellion and terrorism against a 
peace which was almost assured. The puppet whom you 
served is not our master, be certain of that. 
JoAN: Say what you like, you can't alter the truth. This is 
the king God gave you. Thin as he is, with his long legs and 
his big, bony knt!es. 
CHARLES (to the .ARCHBISHOP): This is really most disa-
gre~ 
.ARCHBISHOP: For a little while we have to have patience; 
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but they mean to hurry through the trial and burn her, and 
after that we shall not be disturbed. You must sure ly adroit, 
sir, the English have done us a good turn, making themselves 
responsible for her arrest and execution. If they hadn't done 
it, we ourselves should have had to, some day or other. She 
was becoming impossible! 
(They withdraw, unnoticed.) 
CAUCHON: We know by many of your answers, insolent 
though they were, that you're not slow of understanding, 
Joan. Put yourself for a moment in our place. How can you 
suppose that we, men with most earnest human convictions, 
can agree that God bas sent you to oppose the cause you de-
fend? How can you think, only because you say voices have 
spoken to you, that we should believe God to be against us? 
JoAN: YQU will know when we have beaten you. 
CAUCHON (shrugging): You are answering like a self-
willed, obstinate child. Considering the question now as 
priests and defenders of our Holy Mother Church., have we 
any better reason to put faith in what you tell us? Do you 
think you are the first who has heard Voices? 
JOAN: No , of course not 
CAUCHON: Neither the first, nor the last, Joan. Now, do 
you believe that each time a little girl goes to her village 
priest and says: I have seen some saint, or the Blessed Virgin, 
I have heard Voices which have told me to do one thing or 
another-that her priest should believe and encourage her: 
and how long then would the Church still remain? 
JoAN: I don't know. 
CAUCHON: You don't know; but you are fuU of good 
sense, and that is why I am trying to lead you to reason with 
me. Have you not been in command in battle, Joan? 
JOAN: Yes, I was in command of hundreds of good sol-
diers who foUowed me, and believed me. 
CAUCHON: You were in command. And if on the morning 
of some attack one of your soldiers bad heard voices per-
suading him to attack by another gate than the one you bad 
chosen, or not to attack at all, what would you have done? 
JOAN (speechless for a moment, before she suddenly bursts 
out laughing): My lord Bishop, it's easy to see you're a 
priest! It's clear you don't know much about our men. They 
can drink and swear and fight, but they're not ones for hear-
ing Voices! 
CAUCHON: A joke is no answer, Joan. But you gave your 
answer before you spoke, in the second of hesitation when 
--
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you were held and disarmed by what I said to you. And you 
see it is true: that the Church militant is an army in a world 
still overrun by infidels and the powers of evil. Toe Church 
owes obedience to our Holy Father the Pope and his bishops, 
as your soldiers owed obedience to you and your lieuteoants. 
If a soldier says on the morning of attack that Voices have 
told him not to advance, in yours or any army in the world 
be would be silenced. And far more brutally than 
this effort of ours to reason with you. 
JoAN (gathering herself together, on the defensive): You 
have a right to hit at me with all your power. And my right 
is to say No, and go on believing. 
CAUCHON: Don't make yourself a prisoner of your own 
pride, Joan. You can surely see that we have no possible 
reason, either as men or as priests, to believe that your mis-
sion is divinely inspired. You alone have a reason to be-
lieve so; encouraged by the fiend who means to damn you, 
and also, as long as you were useful to them, by those whom 
you served. You served them; and yet the way they behaved 
before your capture. and their explicit repudiation since, 
certainly proves that the most intelligent of them never be-
lieved you. No one believes you, Joan, any longer, except the 
common people, who believe everything, and tomorrow they 
will believe half a dozen others. You are quite alone. (JOAN 
makes no reply, sitting small and quiet among them all.) I 
beg you not to imagine that your strong will and your stub-
born resistance to us is a sign that God is upholding you. Toe 
devil bas also got intelligence and a tough bide. His mind 
had the flash of a star among the angels before he rebelled. 
JoAN (after a pause): I am not intelligent, my lord. I am 
a peasant girl, the same as any other in my village. But when 
something is black I cannot say it is white, that is all. 
(Another pause.) 
PROMOTER (suddenly rising up behind her): What was the 
sign you gave to the man you are calling your king, to make 
him trust you with his army? 
JOAN: I don 't know what you mean: what sign I gave . 
.PROMOTER: Did you make him sip mandragora, to be a 
protection against harm? 
JoAN: I don't know what you mean by mandragora. 
PROMOTER: Your secret has a name, whether it's a potion or 
a formula, and we mean to know it. What did you give him at 
Chinon to make him so heroic all of a sudden? A Hebrew name? 
The devil speaks all languages, but be delights in Hebrew. 
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JoAN (smiling ): No, my lord: it has a French name. I gave 
him courage. 
CAUCHON: And so you think that God, or at least the 
power you believe to be God, took no part in this. 
JoAN: He always takes part, my lord Bishop. When a girl~ 
speaks two words of good sense and someone listens, there 
He is. But He is thrifty; when those two words of good 
sense will do, He isn't likely to throw away a miracle. 
LAnvENU (quietly): The answer's a good one, in all humil-
ity, my lord: it can't be held against her. 
PROMOTER (with venom, to JoAN): I see, I see! So you 
don't believe in such miracles as we are shown in the gospels? 
· You deny what was done by Our Lord Jesus at the mar- 1 
riage of Cana? You deny that He raised Lazarus from the 
dead? 
loAN: No, my lord. Wbat is written in Holy Scripture was 
surely done. He changed the water into wine just as easily as 
k He created them. And it was not more extraordinary for Him, 
the Master of life and death, to make Lazarus live again, than 
for me to thread a needle. • 
PROMOTER (yelping) : Listen to that I Listen to that! She 
t says there is no such thing as a miracle! 
JOAN: No, my lord. I say that a true miracle is not done 
with a magic wand or i.ncantation. The gypsies on our vil-
lage green can do miracles of that sort. The true miracle is 
done by men themselves, with the mind and the courage 
which God has given to them. 
CAUCHON: Are you measuring the gravity of your words, 
Joan? You seem to be telling us quite calmly that God's true 
miracle on earth is man, who is nothing but sin and error, 
blindness and futility .... 
JoAN: And strength , too, and courage, and light some-
times when be is deepest in sin. l have seen men during the 
battles .... 
LADvENU: My lord, Joan is talking to us in her rough and 
ready language about things which come instinctively from 
her heart, which may be wrong but are surely simple and 
genuine. Her thoughts are not so schooled that she can shape 
them to our way of argument. Perhaps by pressing her with 
questions we run the risk of making her say more than she 
meant, or something different from her belief. 
CAUCHON: Brother Ladvenu, we shall try and estimate as 
fairly as we can what part lack of skill plays in her answers. 
But our duty is to question her to the last point of doubt. 
We are not perfectly sure, remember, that our concern now 
1 is only the question of Joan . So then, Joan, you excuse man 
I,_ 
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all his faults, and think him one of God's greatest miracles, 
even the only ooe? 
JOAN: Yes, myiord. 
PROMOTER (yelping, beside himself): It's blasphemy! Man 
is filth, Just, a nightmare of obscenity! 
JoAN: Yes, my lord. He sins; he is evil enough. And then 
something happens: it may be he is coming out of a brothel, 
roaring out his bawdy songs in praise of a good time, and 
suddenly he bas thrown himself at the reins of a runaway 
horse to save some child be has never seen before; his bones 
broken, he dies at peace. 
PROMOTER: But he dies like an animal, without a priest, 
in the full damnation of sin. 
JoAN: No, my lord; he dies in the light which was lighted 
within him when the world began. He behaved as a man, 
both in doing evil and doing good, and God created him in 
that contradiction to make his difficult way. 
(A storm of indignation from the PRIESTS when they hear 
this said. The INQUISITOR quietens them, and suddenly rises.) 
2-3 !NQUTSITOR (calmly): Joan. I have let you speak through-
out this trial, with scarcely a question to you. I wanted you 
to find your way clearly to your position. It bas taken some 
time. The Promoter could see only the Devil, the Bishop 
only the pride of a young girl intoxicated with success; I 
waited for something else to show itself. Now it has hap-
pened-I represent the Holy Inquisition. My Lord the Bishop 
told you just now, with great humanity, how his human 
feelings linked him with the English cause, which he con-
siders just; and how they were confounded by his sentiments 
as priest and bishop, charged with the defence of our Mother 
Church. But I have come from the heart of Spain. This is the 
first time I have been seat to France. I know nothing of 
either the Armagnac faction, or of the English. It is indif-
ferent to me who shall rule France, whether your prince or 
Henry of Lancaster. As for that strict discipline of our 
Mother Church which will not tolerate those who play a 
Jone hand, however well-intentioned, but directs them back 
into the fold: I'll not say that is indifferent to me; but it is 
perhaps a secondary task, which the Inquisition leaves to the 
Bishops and the parish priests. The Holy Inquisition has 
something higher and more secret to defend than the temporal 
integrity of the Church. She wrestles on an invisible ground, 
inwardly, with an enemy only she knows how to detect, of 
whom only she can estimate the danger. lt bas been her care 
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sometimes to take up arms against an Emperor; at other 
times the same solemnity, the same vigilance, the same 
fixity of purpose have been deployed against some old appar-
ently inoffensive scholar, or a herdsman buried away in a 
mountain village, or a young girl. The princes of the earth 
laugh very heartily to see the Inquisition give itself such 
endless care, when for them a piece of rope or a sergeant's 
signature on a death warrant would be enough. The Inquisi-
tion lets them laugh. It knows how to recognise the enemy; 
it knows better than to under-estimate him wherever he may 
be found. And its enemy is not the devil, not the devil with 
the cloven hooves, the chastener of troublesome children, 
whom my lord Promoter sees on every side. His enemy, 
you yourself spoke his name, when at last you came into the 
open: his only enemy, is man. Stand up, Joan , and answer 
me. I am your interrogator now. (JOAN rises and turns towards 
him. He asks in an expressionless voice.) Are you a 
Christian? 
JoAN: Yes, my lord. 
INQUISITOR: You were baptized, and io your earliest years 
you lived in the shadow of the church whose walls touched 
the walls of your home. The church bells ruled over your 
day, your playtime, your work, and your prayers. The emis-
saries we sent to your village have all come back with the 
same story: you were a little girl full of piety. Sometimes, in-
stead of playing and running about with other children, 
though you were not a solemn child, you delighted to play, 
yet you would slip away into the church, and for a long time 
you would be there alone, kneeling, not even praying, but 
gazing at the coloured glass of the window. 
JoAN: Yes. I was happy. 
INQUISITOR: You had a friend you loved very dearly, a 
little girl called Haumette. 
JoAN: Yes, my lord. 
INQUISITOR: And when you made up your mind to leave 
for Vaucouleurs, already believing that you would never go 
back, you said goodbye to all your other friends, but you 
passed her house by. 
Jo.AN: Yes. I was afraid to be too unhappy. 
INQUISITOR: But you cared for more than only those you 
loved most. You cared for old people in sickness, children 
in poverty. And later on, when you fought io your first battle, 
you stood among the wounded and cried very bitterly. 
JoAN: French blood was being shed; it was ha.rd to bear. 
1 
INQUISITOR: Not only because it was French blood. A 
~ bully who had captured two English soldiers in a skirmish j_ 
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outside Orleans, knocked one of them down because he didn't 
move fast enough for him. You jumped off your horse , took 
the man's head on your knee, wiped the blood from his 
mouth, and helped him in his dying, calling him your little 
son, and promising him Heaven. 
JoAN: How is it you can know that, my lord? 
.INQUISITOR: The Holy Inquisition knows everything, Joan. 
It weighed your human tenderness in the scales before it 
sent me to judge you. 
LADVENU (rising): My Lord Inquisitor, I am happy to 
hear you recalling all these details which until now have 
been passed over in silence. Yes, indeed, everything we know 
of Joan since her earliest years has been gentleness, humility, 
and Christian charity. 
INQUTSJTOR (turning upon him, suddenly stern): Silence, 
Brother Ladvenu! I ask you to remember that I stand here 
for the Holy Inquisition, alone qualified to make the distinc-
tion between Charity, the theological virtue, and the uncom-
mendable, graceless, cloudy drink of the milk of human 
kindness. (He passes his eye over them all.) Ah, my Masters! 
How quickly your hearts can be melted. The accused has 
only to be a little girl, looking at you with a pair of wide-open 
eyes, and with a ha'porth of simple kindness, and you're all 
ready to fall over yourselves to absolve her. Very good 
guardians of the faith we have here! I see that the Holy In-
quisition bas enough to occupy it still: and still so much has 
to be cut away, cut, cut, always the dead wood to be cut 
away: and after us, others will go on, still pruning, hacking 
away without mercy, clearing the ran.ks of unruliness, so 
that the forest will be sound from root to branch. 
(A pause, and then LADVENU replies.) 
l.ADVENU: Our Saviour also loved with this loving-kind-
ness, my lord. He said: Suffer the little children to come 
unto me. He put His hand on the shoulder of the woman 
taken in adultery, and said to her: Go in peace . 
.INQUISITOR: I tell you to be silent, Brother Ladvenul 
Otherwise I shall have to investigate your case as well as 
Joan's. Lessons from the Gospels are read to tbe congrega-
tions, and we ask the parish priests to explain them. But we 
have not translated them into the vulgar tongue, or put them 
into every hand to make of them what they will. How mis-
chievous that would be, to leave untutored souls to let their 
imaginations play with the texts which only we should inter-
pret. (He quietens down.) You are young, Brother Ladvenu, 
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and you have a young man's generosity. But you must not 
suppose that youth and generosity find grace in the eyes 
of the faith's defenders. Those are transitory ills which expe-
rience wiU cure. I see that we should have considered your 
age, and not your learning which 1 believe is remarkable, be-
fore we invited you to join us here. Experience will soon 
make plain to you that youth, generosity, human tender -
ness are names of the enemy. At least, I trust it may. Surely 
you can see, if we were so unwise as to put these words 
you have spoken into the bands of simple people, they would 
draw from them a Jove of Man. And love of Man excludes the 
love of God. 
LAoVENU (quietly) : And yet He chose to become a 
man ... 
lNQUJSITOR (turning suddenly to CAUCHON, curtly): My 
lord Bishop, in virtue of your discretionary power as presi• 
dent of these debates, I ask you to dispense for today with 
the collaboration of your young assessor. I shall inform you, 
when the session is over, what conclusions will be entered 
against him, if needs be. (He suddenly thunders.) Against 
him or against whomsoever! For no one is of too great impor-
tance to be put out of our care: understand sol I would de-
nounce myself, if God should allow me to be misled. (He 
gravely crosses himself and ends.) May He mercifully watch 
over me! 
(A breath of fear whispers through the tribunal. CAUCHON 
says simply, with a gesture of distress to BROTHER LAoVENU.) 
CAUCHON: Leave us, BrotherLadvenu. 
LAoVENU (be/ore he moves off): My Lord Inquisitor, I 
owe you obedience, as I do my Reverend Lord Bishop. I will 
go, saying no more: except that my prayers must be to our 
Lord Jesus that He shall lead you to remember the fragility 
of your small enemy who faces you now. 
lNQutSITOR (not answering until he has gone, and then 
speaking quietly): Small, fragile, tender, pure: and there • 
fore formidable. (He turns to JOAN and says in his neutral 
tone.) The first time you heai:d your Voices you were not yet 
fifteen. On that occasion they simply said to you: "Be a 
good and sensible child, and go often to church." In fact 
you were a happy and contented little girl. And the unhap-
piness of France was only old men's talk. And yet one day 
you felt you should leave the village. 
JOAN: My Voices told me that I must. 
INQUISITOR: One day you felt that you must take upon 
• 
THE LARK [ACT 1l) 
yourself the unhappiness of others around you. And you 
knew even then everything that would come of it: how 
glorious your ride would be, how soon it would come to an 
end. and once your Kiog bad been anointed, bow you would 
find yourself where you are now, surrounded and aJooe, the 
faggots heaped up in the market place, waiting to be set 
alight . You know this is-
J0AN: My Voices told me that I should be captured, and 
then delivered. 
lNQUJSIToR: Delivered! They very well might use that 
word: and you guessed in what way it might be taken , how 
ambiguously as a word from heaven. Death is a deliverance, 
certainly. And you set off all the same, in spite of your fa. 
ther and mother, and in spite of all the grave difficulties 
ahead of you. 
JOAN: Yes, my lord; it had to be. If I bad been the daugh-
ter of a hundred mothers and a hundred fathers: still it 
would have had to be. 
INQUISITOR: So that you could help your fellow men to 
keep possession of the soil where they were born, which 
they fondly imagine belongs to tbem. 
JoAN: Our Lord couldn't want the English to pillage , and 
kiU and overrule us in our own country. When they have 
gone back across the sea, they can be God's children then 
in their own land. I shall pick no quarrel with them then. 
PROMOTER: Presumption! Pride! Don 't you think you 
· would have done better to go on with your sewing and spin-
ning beside your mother? 
JoAN: I had something else to do, my lord. There have 
always been plenty of women to do women's work . 
.INQUISITOR: When you found yourse lf in such direct com-
munication with heaven did it never occur to you to conse-
crate your life to prayer, supplicating that heaven itself 
should expel the English from France? 
JOAN: God likes to see action first, my lord. Pra yer is 
extra. It was simple!' to explain to Charles that he ought to at-
tack, and he believed me, and gentle Dunois believed me, 
too. And so did La Hire and Xantrailles, my fine couple of 
angry bulls! We bad some joyful battles, all of us together. It 
was good to face every new day with friends, ready to 
turn on the English, ready to rescue France, ready to--
PROMOTER: Kill, Joan? Ready to kill? . And does Our 
Lord tell us to kill for what we want, as though we had 
fangs and claws? 
(JoAN does not reply.) 
1494 ANOUILH 
CAUCHON (gently): You loved the war, Joan ... 
JoAN (simply): Yes. It is one of the sins which I have most 
need of God·s forgiveness for. Though in the evening I would 
look across the battlefield and cry to see that the joyous be-
ginning to th,' morning had gone down in a heap of dead. 
PROMOTER: And the next day, you began again? 
JoAN: God wished it. While there remained one English-
man in France. It isn't difficult to understand. There was 
work to be done first, that was all. You are learned, and you 
think too much. You can't understand the simple things, but 
the dullest of my soldiers understands them. Isn't that true, 
• La Hire? 
(LA HrRE strides forward, in huge armour, gay and alarm-
ing.) 
LA HnIB: You bet it's true . 
(Everybody finds himself pushed into the shade: this 
one figure is clear. A vague music of the fit e is heard. JOAN 
goes quietly up to him, incredulous, and touches him with 
her finger.) 
JOAN: La Hire ... 
LA HIRE (taking up again the comradeship of the battle 
mornings): WeU, Miss, we've bad the bit of praying we agreed 
to have: what's the next thing? Do we take a bash at them 
this morning? 
JOAN (throwing herself into his arms): It is La Hire, my 
dear, fat La Hire! You smell so good! 
LA HIRE ( embarrassed) : A glass of wine and an onion. It's 
my usual morning meal. Excuse me, Miss: I know you don't 
like it, but I did my praying beforehand so that God shouldn't 
take against my breath. Don 't come too near: I know I stink 
in a way. 
JoAN (pressed against him): No: it's good. 
LA HIRB: You don't want to make me feel awkward. Usu-
ally you tell me I stink and it's a shame for a Christian . 
Usually you say that if the wind carries in that direction I 
shall give us away to the goddams, I stink so much; and we 
shall ruin our ambush because of me. One quite small onion 
and two tots of red wine, no more. Of course, let's be hon-
est, no water with it. 
JoAN: Well. 1 was a fool if I said so. If an onion bas a 
right to stink why sboulctn·t you? 
LA HmE: It's wruu war does for you . Be a clerk, or a 
- _j. 
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priest, or a linen draper: no smell. But be a captain, you're 
bound to sweat. As for washing, up in the line: a man doesn't 
see the interest in it. There was no need to add the onion, I 
suppose: I ought to do with a bit of garlic sausage like the 
other fellows: it's better behaved when you come to conver-
sation. But, look here, you wouldn't call il a sin, would you, 
eating the onion? 
JoAN (smiling): No, La Hire: not a sin. 
LA HIRE: You never know with you, you know. 
JoAN: Have l pestered you with sins, La Hire? I was siUy 
to tease you so much: it's odd, but there you are, a great bear 
smelling of sweat aod onions and red wine, and you kill, and 
swear, and think of nothing except the girls .... 
LA HIRE ( very astonished) : Who, me? 
JoAN: You. Yes. Look astonished, you old rogue. And yet 
you shine in the hand of God as bright as a new penny. 
LA HIRE: Is that a fact? I should have thought I'd bitched 
my chance of paradise years ago. But you think if I keep 
on praying as arranged, a bit every day, I might still get 
there? 
JOAN: They're expecting you. I know that God's parad ise 
must be full of ruffians like you. 
LA HrRE: Is that a fact? It would make all the difference 
to feel that there were a few kindred spirits around. 1 wasn't 
much looking forward to being in a crowd of saints and bish-
ops looking like Heaven 's village idiot. 
JOAN (gaily thumping him): Great jackass! Of course 
Heaven's full of dunces. Hasn't our Lord said so? It may even 
be they're the only ones who get in: the others have had so 
many brains to sin with, they never get past the door. 
LA HIRE (uneasily): You don't think , between ourselves, 
we'll get bored to death, do you, always on our best be-
haviour? Any fighting at all, do you imagine? 
JOAN: All the day long. 
LA HIRE (respectfully): Wait, now. Only when God isn't 
looking at us. 
JoAN: But He's looking at you all the time, crackpotl 
He sees everything. And what's more, He is going to enjoy 
watching you at it. "Go it, La Hire ," He'll say: "Bash the 
stuffing out of old Xantrailles! Pitch into him, nowt Show him 
what you're made of!" 
LA HIRE: Is that a fact? 
JoAN: Not in those words perhaps, but in His own way, 
LA HIRE: By God Almighty. (Enthusiastically.) 
JOAN (suddenly stern): La Hire! 
LA HlRB (hanging his head): Sorry, Miss. 
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JOAN (pitilessly): If you swear He will throw you out. 
LA HIRE (stammering): I was feeling pleased, you see: 
had to thank Him somehow. 
JoAN: So He thought. But don't do it again! We've talked 
quite enough for one morning . Let's get up on horseback and 
take a look at the day. 
LA HIRE: It's dead country this morning. Not a soul to see. 
(They ride imaginary horses side by side.) 
JoAN: Look, we've got France all to ourselves-shall we 
ever see the world to better advantage? Here on horseback 
side by side: this is how it will be, La Hire, when the English 
have gone. Smell the wet grass, La Hire, isn't this why men 
go fighting? To ride out together smelling the world when 
the light of day is just beginning to discover it. 
LA HIRE: So anyone can who likes to take a walk in his 
garden. 
JoAN: No. I think death has to be somewhere near before 
God will show us the world like this. 
LA HIRE: Suppose we should meet some English, who 
might also be liking the good smells of the morning? 
JoAN: We attack them, we smite them, and send them 
flying. That's what we're here for! (A little pause. She sud-
denly cries.) Stop! (They draw in their horses .) There are 
three English over there. They've seen us. They're running 
away! No! Now they've turned back again: they've seen 
there are only two of us. They're attacking. You're not afraid, 
La Hire? No use counting on me; I'm only a girl, and I've got 
no sword. Will you fight them alone? 
LA HCRE (brandishing his sword with a delighted roar): 
Hell, yes, by God I will! (Shouting to the sky as he charges.) 
I didn't say anything, God, I didn't say anything . Pay no at-
tention .... 
(He charges into the middle of the Tribunal: they scat-
ter as he swings his sword to left and right. He disappears 
still fighting.) 
2-6 JoAN: He didn't say anything, God . He didn't say any-
thing! He is as good as a French loaf. So all my soldiers are, 
though they kill, and loot, and swear: good as your wolves 
are, God, whom you created innocent. I will answer for all 
of them! (JoAN is deep in prayer. The Tribunal has re-formed 
round her: the light has come back. JoAN raises her head, 
sees them, seems to shake herself free of a dream.) La Hire 
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and Xantrailles! Oh, we're not at the end of things yet. You 
can be sure they wiU come and deliver me with two or 
three or four hundred men .... 
CAUCHON (quietly): They came, Joan: right up to the 
gates of Rouen to find out how many of the English were in 
the town, and then they went away again. 
JoAN (dashed): Oh, they went away? Without fighting? 
(A silence; she looks up.) Why, they have gone to find rein-
forcements, of course. I myself taught them, it is no good to 
attack willynilly, as they did at Agincourt. 
CAUCHON: They withdrew to the South of the Loire; 
Charles is down there, disbanding his armies. He is tired of 
the war, and if he can he will make a treaty, to secure at 
least his own small portion of France. They will never come 
back again, Joan. 
JOAN: That isn't true! La Hire will come back, even if 
he hasn't a chance. 
CAUCHON: La Hire is only the captain of an army of 
mercenaries, who sold himself and his men to another Prince 
as soon as he found that yours was out to make peace. He is 
marching at this moment towards Germany, to find another 
country to plunder; simply that. 
JoAN: It isn't true! 
CAUCHON (rising): Have I ever lied to you, Joan? It is true. 
Then why will you sacrifice yourself to defend those who 
have deserted you? The only men on earth who are trying to 
save you-paradoxical though it may seem-are ourselves, 
your old enemies and now your judges. Recant, Joan: 
your resistance helps no one now; your friends are betraying 
you. Return to the arms of your Mother Church. Humble your-
self, she will lift you up again. I am convinced that deep in 
your heart you have never ceased to be one of her daughters. 
JOAN: Yes, l am a daughter of the Church! 
CAUCHON: Then give yourself into the care of your 
mother, Joan, without question. She will weigh your burden 
of error, and so release you from the anguish of judging 
it for yourself. You needn't think of anything any more: 
you will do your penance, whether it be heavy or light, and 
at last you will be at peace. Surely you have a great need of 
peace. 
JoAN (after a pause): lo what concerns the Faith, I trust 
myself to the Church. But what I have done I shall never 
wish to undo. 
(A stir among the priests. The INQUISITOR breaks in.) 
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I NQUISITOR: Do you bear, my masters? Do you see Man 
raising up his bead , like a serpent ready to strike us dead? 
Do you understand now what it is you have to judge? These 
heavenly voices have deafened you as well as the girl, on my 
word they have! You have been labouring to discover what 
devil has been behind her actions. Wou ld it were only a ques- • 
tion of the devil. His trial would soon be over. The devil 
speaks our language. In his time he was an angel, and we 
1 
understand h.im. The sum of his blasphemies, his insults, 
even his hatred of God, is an act of faith. But man, calm and 
transparent as he seems, frightens me infinitely more. Look 
at him: in chains, disarmed, deserted, no longer sure even in 
himself (isn't that so, Joan?) that the Voices which have been 
silent for so long have ever truly spoken. Does he throw him-
self down, supplicating God to hold him again in His Hand? 
Does he at least implore his Voices to come back and give 
light to hls path? No. He turns away, suffers the torture, suf-
fers humiliation and beatings, suffers like a dumb animal, 
while his eyes fasten on the invincible image of himself; 
(he thunders.) himself, his only true God! That is what I 
fear! And he replies-repeat it, Joan; you are longing to say 
it again; "But what I have done ... " 
JoAN' (quietly): . . . I shall never wish to undo. 
lNQUlSITOR (repeats): "But what I have done I shall never 
wish to undo!" You hear those words? And you will hear 
them said on the scaffold, at the stake, in the torture cham-
ber, wherever they come to suffer for the errors they com-
mit. And centuries hence the y will be saying it; the hunting 
down of Man will go on endlessly. However powerful we be-
come one day in one shape or another, however inexorably 
the Idea shall dominate the world, however rigorous, pre-
cise and subtle its organisation and its police, there will al- I 
ways be a man who has escaped, a man to hunt, who will 
presently be caught, presently be killed: a man who, even so, 
will humiliate the Idea at the highest point of its Power, 
simply because he will say "No" without lowering his eyes. 
(He hisses through his teeth, looking at JOAN with hatred.) An 
insolent breed! (He turns again towards the Tribunal.) Do you 
need to question ber any more? Do you need to ask her why 
she threw herself from the heights of the tower where she was 
imprisoned, whether to escape, or to destroy herself agains t 
the commandments of God? Why she has left her father and 
mother, put on the clothes of a man, and wears them still, 
against the commandments of the Church? She will give you 
the same reply, the reply of Mao: What I have done, I have 
done. It is mine, and my doing. No one can take it from me; 
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no one can make me disown it. All that you can do is 
me, to make me cry out no matter what under the torture, 
but make me say ''Yes," you cannot do. (Fie cries to them.) 
Ah well: by some means or other he must be taught to say 
Yes, whatever it may cost the world. As long as one man 
remains who will not be broken, the Idea, even if it dominates 
and pervades all the rest of mankind, will be in danger of 
perishing. That is why l require Joan's excommunication, her 
rejection from the bosom of the Church and that she should 
be given over to the secular arm for punishment. (He adds 
newra/ly, reciting a formula.) Beseeching it nevertheless to 
limit its sentence on this side of death and the mutilation of 
the limbs. (He turns to JOAN.) This will be a paltry victory 
against you, Joan, but at least it will silence you. And, up to 
now, we have not thought of a better. (He sits down again in 
silence.) 
CAUCHON (gently): My Lord Inquisitor is the first to ask 
for • your excommunication, Joan. lo a moment I am afraid 
J!lY Lord Promoter will ask for the same lhing. Each one of 
us will speak his mind and then I shall have to give my deci-
sion. Before lopping the dead branch, which you have be-
come, and casting it far from her, your Holy Mother Church, 
to "whom the one lost sheep is more dear than all the others, 
remember that, entreats you now for the last time. (CAUCHON 
makes a sign, and a man comes forward.) Do you know this 
man, Joan'/ (She turns to look and gives a little shudder of 
fear.) It is the master hangman of Rouen. 1n a short while 
from now you will belong to him, unless you give your soul 
into our keeping so that we can save it. ls the stake ready, 
Master Hangman? 
HANGMAN: Quite ready, my lord. Higher than the regula-
tion stake, such was the orders: so that the girl can be 
got a good view of from all sides. The nuisance of it for her 
is that I shan't be able to help hef' at all, she will be too high 
up. 
CAUCHON: What do you call helping her, Master Hang-
man? 
HANGMAN: A trick of the trade, my lord: it's the custom, 
when there aren't any special instructions. You wait till the 
first flames get up, and then I climb up behind, under cover 
of the smoke, and strangle the party. Then it's only the corpse 
that bums, and it isn't so bad, But with the instructions I've 
had, it's too high, and I won't be able to get up there. (He 
adds simply;) So, naturally, it will take longer. 
CAUCHON: Do you hear that, Joan? 
JoAN (softly): Yes. 
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CAUCHON: I am going to offer you once more the hand 
of your Mother, the great hand which opens towards you to 
take you back and save you. But the delay can't be for long. 
You hear the noise outside. as though the sea had come up to 
the door? That is the sound of the crowd, who already have 
been waiting for you since daybreak. They came early to get 
good places: and there they are still, eating the food they 
brought with them, grumbling at their children, joking and 
singing, and asking the soldier bow long it will be before 
things begin to happen. They are not bad people. They are the 
same men and women who would have cheered you if you 
had captured Rouen. But things have turned out differently, 
that's all, and so instead they come to see you burned. As 
nothing very much ever happens to them, they make their 
adventures out of the triumphs or the deaths of the world's 
great ones. You will have to forgive them, Joan. All their 
lives long they pay dearly for being the common people; they 
deserve these little distractions. 
JOAN (quietly): l do forgive them. And I forgive you, as 
well, my lord. 
PROMOTER: Appalling, abominable pride! My lord the 
Bishop troubles to talk to you like a father, in the hope of sav-
ing your miserable soul, and you have the effrontery to say 
that you forgive him! 
JoAN: My lord talks to me gently, but J don't know 
whether it is to save me or to overthrow me. And since in a 
little while he will have to burn me anyway, I forgive him. 
CAUCHON: Joan: try to understand that there is something 
absurd in your refusal. You are not an unbeliever. The God 
you claim as your own is ours also. And we are, in fact, 
those whom God has ordained to guide you, through the 
apostle Peter upon whom His Church is built God did not 
say to His creatures: You will understand My will from Me. 
He said "Thou art Peter, and upon this rock I will build My 
church ... and its priests will be your shepherds ..•. " Do you 
think us unworthy priests, Joan? 
JOAN (quietly): No. 
CAUCHON: Then why will you not do as God has said? 
Why will you not resign your fault to the Church, as you did 
when you were a small girl, at home in your village? Has 
your faith so changed? 
JOAN (crying out in anguish): I want to submit to the 
Church. I want to receive the Holy Sacrament, but you won't 
let me! 
CAUCHON: We will give it to you after your confession, 
and when your penance has begun; we only wait for you 
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to say "Yes." You are brave, we know that indeed: but your 
flesh is still frail: you are surely afraid of dying? 
JOAN (quietly): Yes. I'm afraid. But what else can I do? 
CAUCHON: I think well enough of you. Joan, to know that 
fear in itself is not enough to make you draw back. But you 
should have another, greater fear: the fear of being deceived, 
and of laying yourself open to eternal damnation. Now, 
what risk do you run. even if your Voices are from God, if 
you perform the act of submission to the priests of His 
church? If we do not believe in your Voices, and if nevenhe-
less God has really spoken to you, then it is we who have 
committed the monstrous sin of ignorance, presumption and 
pride, and we who will have to make expiation through all 
eternity. We will take this risk for you, Joan, and you risk 
nothing. Say to us: "I submit to you," say simply, "Yes," and 
you will be at peace, blameless, and safe in your re-
demption. 
JOAN (suddenly exha11sted) : Why will you torture rue so 
gently, my lord? I would far rather you beat me. 
CAUCHON (smiling): If I beat you, Joan, I should only add 
to your pride: your pride which wishes to see you persecuted 
and killed. I reason with you because God gifted you with 
reason and good sense. l beseech you, because I know you 
have gentle feeling. T am an old man, Joan; I have no more 
ambitions in this world, and, like each of us here, 1 have 
put many to death in defence of the Church, as you have put 
many to death in defence of your Voices. It is enough. I am 
tired. 1 wish to die without adding to those deaths the death 
of a little girl. Help me. 
JoAN (after a pause): What do I have to say? 
CAUCHON: First of all you must understand that by in-
sisting that God sent you, you no longer help anything or 
anyone. lt is only playing into the hands of the English and 
the Executioner. Your king himself has declared in his letters 
that he doesn't in any way wish to owe the possession of his 
crown to a divine intervention of which you were the instru-
ment. 
(JoAN turns towards CHARLES in distress.) 
CHARLES: Put yourself in my place, Joan! If there had to 
be a miracle to crown me King of France, it means I wasn't 
naturally king at all. It means I wasn't the true son of my fa-
ther, or else my coronation would have followed of its own 
accord. All the other kings in my family have been crowned 
without needing a miracle. Divine help is all very well in its 
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way, but suspect. And it's even more suspect when it stops. 
Since that unhappy Paris business, we've been beaten at every 
step: and then you Jet yourself be captured at Compiegne. 
They've got a little verdict up their sleeve for you, to de-
nounce you as a witch, a heretic, the devil's intermediary, all 
in one. l prefer people to think you were never sent by any-
one, God or devil. In that way, God has neither helped me, 
nor thrown me over. I won because I was the strongest at the 
time: l am being beaten now because l am the weakest, for 
the moment. That is healthy politics, if you understand? 
JOAN (softly): Yes, J understand. 
CAUCHON: I'm thankful to see you're wiser at last. We 
have put so many questions to you, you became con-
fused. I am going to ask you three more, three essential ones. 
If you answer "Yes" three times, we shall all of us be saved, 
you who are going to die, and we who are putting you to 
death. 
JoAN (quietly, after a pause): Ask them. I will see 
whether I can answer them. 
CAUCHON: The first question is the really important one. 
If you answer "Yes," the other answers will take care of them-
selves. Listen carefully, weighing each word: "Do you humbly 
put yourself into the hands of the Holy Apostolic Church of 
Rome; of our Holy Father the Pope and his bishops, that they 
shall estimate your deeds and judge you? Do you surrender 
yourself entirely and undoubtedly, and do you ask to be re-
ceived again into the bosom of the Churcll?" It is enough for 
you to answer "Yes." 
(JOAN after a pause, looks around her without moving. Al 
lasrshe speaks.) 
JOAN: Yes, but ... 
INQUlSITOR (in a level voice): With no "but." 
JoAN: I do not wish to be made to deny what my Voices 
have said to me. I do not wish to be made to bear witness 
against my king, or to say anything which will dim the glory 
of his coronation which is his, irrevocably, now and for 
ever. 
(The INQUISITOR shrugs his shoulders.) 
INQUISITOR: Such is the voice of man. There is only one 
way of bringing him to silence. 
CAUCHON (becoming angry): Joan, Joan, Joan, are you 
mad'l Do you not see this man in red who is waiting for 
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man's clothes, which is contrary to all the rules of decency 
and Christian modesty? 
JOAN (tired of the question): You have asked me that 
ten times. The clothes are nothing. My Voices told me to 
wear them. 
PROMOTER: The devil told you! Who except the devil 
would incite a girl to overthrow decency? 
JoAN (quietly): Common sense, my lord. 
PROMOTER (s-neering): Common sense? Common sense is 
your strong card! Are breeches on a girl common sense? 
JOAN: Of course, my lord. I had to ride horseback with 
the soldiers; I had to wear what they wore so that they 
wouldn't think of me as a girl, but as a soldier like them-
selves. 
PROMOTER.: A worthless reply! A girl who isn't damned 
tq begin with wouldn't wish to ride with the soldiers! 
CAucaoN: Even though it may be that these clothes bad 
their purpose during the war, why do you still refuse to 
dress as a woman'? The fighting's over, you are in our bands; 
yet you still refuse. 
JOAN: It is necessary. 
CAUCHON; Why? 
JoAN (hesitating for a moment, blushing): If I were in a 
Church prison, I wouldn't refuse then. 
PROMOTER: You hear this nonsense, my lord? What hair 
splitting: what deliberate prevarication! Why should she 
agree to modesty in a Church prison, and not where she is? 
I don't understand it, and l don't wish to! 
JOAN (smiling sadly) : And yet it is very easy to under-
stand, my lord. You don't have to be very wise to see it. 
PROMOTrut: It is very easy -to understand, and I don't 
understand because I'm a fool, I suppose? Will you note that, 
my lord? She insults me, in the exercise of my public office. 
She treats her indecency as something to glory in, boasts of 
it, in fact, takes a gross delight in it, I've no doubt! If she 
submits to the Church, as she apparently wants to, l may 
have to give up my chief accusation of heresy; but as long 
as she refuses to put off this diaboLical dress, I shall persist 
in my charge of witchcraft, even though pressure is put 
upon me by the conspiracy to shield her which I see pre-
sides over this debate. I' shall appeal, if necessary, to the 
Council of Basie! The devil is in this, my lord, the devil is io 
it! 1 can feel bis terrible presence! He it is who is making 
her refuse to give up these clothes of immodesty and vice, 
no doubt of that. 
JOAN: Put me in a Church prison, and I shall give them up. 
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man's clothes, which is contrary lo all the rules of decency 
and Christian modesty? 
JoAN (tired of zhe question): You have asked me that 
ten times. The clothes are nothing. My Voices told me to 
wear them. 
PROMOTER : The devil told you I Who except the devil 
would incite a girl to overthrow decency? 
JoAN (quietly): Common sense, my lord. 
PROMOTER (sneering): Common sense? Common sense is 
your strong card! Aie breeches on a girl common sense? 
JOAN: Of course, my lord. I bad to ride horseback with 
the soldiers; I had to wear what they wore so that they 
wouldn't think of me as a girl, but as a soldier like them-
selves. 
PROMOTER: A worthless reply! A girl who isn't damned 
to begin with wouldn't wish to ride with the soldiers! 
CAUCHON: Even though it may be that these clothes bad 
their purpose duri.ng the war, why do you still refuse to 
dress as a woman? The fighting's over, you are in ou.r bands; 
yet you still refuse. 
JOAN: It is necessary. 
CAUCHON: Why? 
JoAN (hesitating for a moment, blushing): If I were in a 
Church prison, I wouldn't refuse then. 
PROMOTER: You hear this nonsense, my lord? What hair 
splitting: what deliberate prevarication! Why should she 
agree to modesty in a Church prison, and not where she is? 
I don't understand it, and I don't wish tol 
JoAN (smiling sadly): And yet it is very easy to under-
stand,--my lord. You don't have to be very wise to see it. 
PROMOTER: It is very easy to understand, and I don't 
understand because I'm a fool, l suppose? Will you note that, 
my lord? She insults me, in the exercise of my public office. 
She treats her indecency as something to glory in, boasts of 
it, io fact, takes a gross delight in it, I've oo doubt! If she 
submits to the Church, as she apparently wants to, I may 
have to give up my chief accusation of heresy; but as long 
as she refuses to put off this diabolical dress, I shall persist 
in my charge of witchcraft, even though pressure is put 
upon me by the conspiracy to shield her which I see pre-
sides over this debate. I' shall appeal, if necessary, to the 
Council of Basie! The devil is in this, my lord, the devil is in 
it! I can feel his terrible presence! He it is who is making 
her refuse to give up these clothes of immodesty and \'ice, 
no doubt of that. 
JOAN: Put me in a Church pruon, and I shall give them up. 
sos 
PROMOTE.R: You shall not make your bargains with the 
Church: my lord has already told you so. You will give up 
this dress altogether, or you will be condemned as a witch 
and burnt! 
CAUCHON: If you accept the principle, Joan, why don't 
you wish to obey us now, in the prison where you are? 
JOAN: f'm not alone there. 
PROMOTE.R: Well? you're not alone there. Well? What 
of that? 
JoAN: The English soldiers are on guard in the cell, all 
through the day, and through the night. 
PRoMOTl!R: Well? (A pause.) Do you mean to go on? 
Your powers of invention have failed you already, is that it? 
, I should have thought the devil was more ingenious! You 
feel that you've been caught out, my girl, and it makes you 
blush. 
CAUCHON (quietly): You must answer him, Joan. I think 
I understand but it must be you who tells us so. 
JOAN (after a moment of hesitation): The nights are long, 
my lord. I am in chains. I do my best to keep awake, but 
sleep sometimes is too strong for me. (She stops.} 
• PROMOTER (more and more obtuse}: Well, what then? 
The nights are long, you are in chains, you want to sleep. 
What then? 
JOAN (quietly): I can defend myself better if I wear these 
clothes. 
CAUCHON (heavily): Has this been so all the time of the 
trial? 
JOAN: Ever since I was captured, my lord, each night; 
and when you send me back there in the evening, it begins 
again. I've got into the way of not sleeping now, which is 
why my answers are so sleepy and muddled when I'm 
brought before you in the mofflings. But each night seems 
longer ; and the soldiers are strong, and full of tricks. I 
should as soon wear a woman's dress on the battlefield. 
CAUCHON: Why don't you call tbe officer, and he would 
defend you? 
JOAN (after a pause}: They told me they would be 
banged if I called for help. 
WARWJCK. (to CAUCHON): Incredible. I never heard of 
such a thing! Quite possible in the French army. But in the 
English army, no, quite ridiculous. I shall inquire into this. 
CAUCHON: If you would return, Joan, back to your Moth-
er the Church who is waiting for you: promise to change 
from these clothes to the dress of a girl: the Church from 
now on would see you had no such fears. 
JOAN: Then I do promise. 
CAUCHON (giving a deep sigh): Good. Thank you, Joan, 
you have helped me. I was afraid for a time we should 
have no power to save you. We shall read your promise to 
adjure you.r sins: the document is all ready, you have only 
to sign it. 
JoAN: I don't know bow to write. 
CAUCHON: You will make a cross. My Lord Inquisitor, 
allow me to recall Brother Ladvenu so that he may read 
this to the prisoner. It is Brother Ladvenu who is responsi 
ble, at my request, for drawing up this paper. And, more 
over, we have all to be here now, to pronounce sentenc..:, 
now that Joan has returned to us. (He leans towards him.) 
You should be gratified, my lord: Man bas said "yes." 
INQUISITOR (a pallid smile on his thin lips): I am waiting 
until the conclusion; until the conclusion. 
(CAUCHON calls to. the GUARD.) 
CAUCHON: Recall Brother Ladvenul 
PROMOTER (whispering): My Lord Inquisitor, you won't 
allow them to do this? 
INQUISITOR (with a vague gesture): li she ba'.s said 
"Yes" ... 
PROMOTER: My Lord Bishop has conducted the enquiry 
with an indulgence towards the girl which I can't begin to 
understand I And yet I have reliable information that he 
feeds well from the English manger. Does he feed even 
more rapaciously from the French? That is what l ask my-
self. 
INQUISITOR (smiling): .It is not what l ask myself, m 
Lord Promoter. It is not of eating, welJ or better, that I am 
.-b.inking, but of something graver. (He falls on to his knees, 
oblivious of all around him.) 0 Lordi It has pleased You to 
grant that Man should humble himself at the eleventh hour 
in the person of this yOWJg girl. It has been Your will that 
this time he shall say "Yes." But why has it also pleased 
You to let an evident and earthly tenderness be born in the 
heart of this old man who was judging her? Will you never 
grant, 0 Lord, that this world should be unburdened of 
every trace of humanity, so that at last we may in peace con-
secrate it to Thy glory alone? 
(BROTIIBR LAoVENU has come forwrnd.) 
CAUCHON: She is saved, Brother Ladvenu, Joan is saved. 
2• 
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She bas agreed to return to us, and to Holy Mother Church. 
Read her the Act of Abjuration. and she will sign it. 
LADvENu: Thank you, Joan. I was praying for you, I 
prayed that this might be possible. (He reads.) "I, Joan, 
known as the Maid, confess to having sinned, by pride, ob-
stinacy, and wrong-doing, in pretending to receive revela-
tion from Our Lord God, Father of all Men, through the 
means of His angels and His blessed Saints. I confess to 
having blasphemed by wearing immodest clothing, contrary 
to the ruling of our Holy Mother Church; and to having, 
by persuasion, incited men to kill one another. I foreswear 
and abjure all these sins; I vow upon the Holy Gospels no 
more to wear these clothes or to bear arms. I promise to 
surrender myself in humility to our Holy Mother Church, 
and to our Holy Father the Pope of Rome, and to his Bish-
ops, that they shall weigh and estimate my sins and wicked-
ness. l beseech the Church to receive me again into her 
bosom; and I declare myself ready to suffer the sentence 
which it will please her to inflict upon me. In token of which 
I have signed my name to this Act of Abjuration which I 
profess I have understood." 
JOAN ( who seems now like a shy and awkward girl): Do 
I make a circle or a cross? I can't write my name. 
LAnVENU: I will guide your hand. (He helps her to sign.) 
CAUCHON: There; it is done, Joan; and the Church re-
joices to see her daughter safely returned; and you know she 
rejoices more for the one lost sheep than for the ninety-and-
nine safely enfolded. Your soul is saved, and your body will 
not be delivered up to the executioner. We condemn you 
only, through the mercy and the grace of God, to live the 
rest of your days a prisoner, in penitence of these errors, 
eating the bread of sorrow, drinking the water of anguish, 
so that in solitary contemplation. you may repent; and by 
these means we shall admit you free of the danger of ex-
communication into which you were fallen. You may go in 
peace. (He makes the sign of the cross over her.) Take her 
away. 
(The SoLDIBRS lead JOAN away. The assembly breaks up 
into groups, conversing among themselves.) 
WARWICK (coming up to CAUCHON): Good enough, my 
lord; good enough. I was wondering for a moment or so 
what irresponsible whim was urging you to save the girl, 
and whether you hadn't a slight inclination to betray your 
king. 
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CAUCHON: Which king, my lord? 
WARWICK (with a touch of frigidity): I said your king. I 
imagine you have only one? Yes; very uncertain for a time 
whether His Majesty was going to get his money's worth, 
owing to this fancy of yours. But then, when I thought about 
it, I could see this method would discredit young Charles 
equally well, without the disadvantages of martyrdom, which 
are unpredictable, when you think of the sort ' of sentimental 
reactions we get from the public. The resolute, unshakeable 
girl, tied to the stake and burning in the flames, would have 
r.eemed, even so, .something of a triumph for the French 
cause. This admission of guilt, on the other hand, is prop-
erly disgraceful. Perfect. 
(The characters move away. The lighting changes. JOAN 
is brought 011 by a GUARD. AGNES SoRBL and QUEB~ 
YoLANDB slip in beside her.) 
AGNES (coming forward): Joan, Joan, my dear; we're so 
very happy it bas all turned out well for you. Congratula-
tions I 
YOLANDE: Dying is quite useless, my litOe Joan: and 
whatever we do in life should have a use of some kind. Peo-
ple may have different opinions about the way my life has 
been lived, but at least I've never done anything absolutely 
useless. 
AoNBs: It was all so very stupid. Usually l adore politi-
cal trials, and I particularly begged Charles to get me a 
seat; to watch someone fighting for his life is desperately ex-
citing, as a rule. But really I didn't feel in the least happy 
when I was there. All the time I kept saying to myself: This 
is..so very stupid: this poor little tomboy: she is going to get 
herself killed, and all for nothing. (She takes CHARLBS's arm.) 
Being alive is much better, you know, in every way. 
CHARLES: Yes, of course it is; and when you practically 
ruined your chances, just because of me-well. I was very 
touched, naturally, but I didn't know how to make you un-
derstand that you were getting everything quite wrong. In 
the first place, as you might expect, I had taken the precau-
tion to disown you, oo the advice of that old fox of an Arch-
bishop; but, more than that, I don't like people being de-
voted to ine I don't like being loved. It creates obligations, 
and obligauor..., are detestable. 
(Jo.1.N doe, m•t look at them: she hears their prattle with-
out seeming t IMar it. Then suddenly she speaks quietly.) 
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JOAN: Take care of Charles. I hope he keeps his courage. 
AGNES: Of course he will; why shouldn't he? My way 
wilh him is not so different from yours. I don't want him to 
be a poor little king who is always being beaten, any more 
than you do; and you shall see, I shall make our Charles a 
great King yet, and without getting myself burnt, either. 
(She adds in a low voice.) 1 suppose it may be rather disil-
lusioning t_o say so, Joan (though, of course. the two sexes 
are presumably what God wanted): but I do seem to get as 
much out of Charles by my little campaigns in the bedroom 
as ever you did with swords and angels. 
JOAN (murmuring): Poor Charles ... 
AGNES: Why poor? He is perfectly happy, like all ego- • 
ists:. and one of these days he is going to be a great king 
into the bargain. 
YOLANDE: We shall see that done, Joan: not your way, 
but ours, and effectively enough. 
AGNES (with a gesture to the little QUEEN): Even her lit-
tle Majesty will help. She has just given him a second son. 
It is all she can do, but she does it very well. So if the first 
son dies there is no feverish worry. The succession is as-
sured., You can be quite happy, Joan, that you're leaving 
everything in good order at the Court of France. 
CHARLES (after a sneeze): Are you coming, my dear? 
This pnson atmosphere is deadly, so damp it would really 
be healthier to sit in the river. Goodbye, Joan, for the mo-
ment; we 'II come and visit you from time to time. 
JOAN: Goodbye, Charles. 
CHARLES: Goodbye, goodbye ... I might say, if ever 
you come back to Court, you will have to call me Sire, like 
anybody else. I've seen to that, since my coronation. Even 
La Tremouille does it. It's a great victory. 
(They go off, rustling their robes.>'" 
JoAN (murmuring): Goodbye, Sire. I am glad I got you 
that privilege at least. (The light changes again, as the GUARD 
leads her to a three-legged stool; J0he is alone now in her 
cell.) Blessed St. Michael, blessed ladies Catherine and Mar-
garet, are you never going to come again and speak to me? 
Why have you left me alone since the English captured me? 
You were there to see me safely to victory: but it's now, in 
the suffering time, that I need you most. I know it would be 
too simple, too easy, if God always held me by the hand: 
where would the meril be? I know He took my hand at the 
beginning because I was still too small to be alone, and later 
to leave the prison, 
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He thought I could make my own way. But I am not very 
big yet, God. It was very difficult lo follow clearly every-
thing the Bishop said to me. With the Canon it was easy: I 
could see where he was wrong, and where he was wicked, 
and I was ready to give him any answer which would make 
him furious. But the Bishop spoke so gently, and it ofte11 
seemed to me be was right. Are you sure that you meant 
that, God? Did you mean me to feel so afraid of suffering, 
when the man said he would have no chance to strangle me 
before the flames could reach me? Are you sure that you 
want me to live'! (A pause. She seems to be waiting for an 
an.nver. her eyes on the sky.) No word for me? I shall have 
to answer that question for myself, as well. (A pause. She 
nods.) Perhaps I am only proud and self-willed after all? 
Perhaps afler all, 1 did imagine everything? 
(Another pame. She suddenly bursts into tears, her bead 
on the stool. WARWlCK comes quickly on to the stage, pre-
ceded by a GUARD who leaves them at once. WARWICK stops 
and looks at JoAN, surprised.) 
WARWICK: Are you crying? 
JoAN: Yes, my lord. 
WAR WICK: And I came here to congratulate you! That 
was a very happy solution to it all, I thought, the outcome 
of the trial, very. I told Cauchon, I was delighted you man-
aged to avoid an execution. Quite apart from my own per-
sonal sympathy for you, the suffering is really frightful, you 
know, and quite useless, and most unpleasant to watch. I'm 
perfectly convinced you've done right to steer clear of mar-
t,rdom; better for us all. I congratulate you most sincerely. 
It was astonishing, considering the peasant stock you come 
from, that you should behave with such distinction. A gen 
tlcman is always ready. when he must, to die for his honou 
or his king, but it's only the riff-raff who get themselves killed 
for nothing. And then I was very entertained to see you 
queen the Inquisitor's pawn. A sinister character, that In-
quisitor fellow! I detest intellectuals more than anybody. 
These fleshless people, what unpleasant fossils they arel-
Arc you really a virgin? 
JOAN: Yes. 
WARWICK: Well, yes. of course you are. No woman would 
have spoken quite in the way you did. My fi.ancee in Eng-
land, who's a very innocent girl, reasons exactly like a boy 
herself, and, like you. there's no gainsaying her. There's an 
Indian proverb--! don't know whether you may have heard 
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it-which says it takes a virgin to walk on water. (lie gfres 
a little laugh.) We shall see how long she manages that, once 
she becomes Lady Warwick! Being a virgin is a state of grace. 
We adore them, and revere them, and yet, lhe sad thing is, 
as soon as we meet one we're in the greatest possible hurry 
to make a woman of her: and we expect the miracle to go 
on as if nothing had happened. Madmen! Just as soon as 
ever this campaign is over-it won't be long now,'\ hope: 
your little Charles is tottering to a fall-but as soon as it is, 
back I go to England, to do that very same idiotic thing. 
Warwick Castle is a very beautiful place, a bit big, a bit se-
vere, but very beautiful. I breed superb horses-and my 
fiancec rides rather well, not as well as you do, but rather 
·well. So she ought to be very happy there. We shall go fox-
hunung, of course, and entertain fairly lavishly from time 
to•time. rm only sorry the circumstances make it so difficult 
to invite you over. (An awkward pause.) Well, there it is, I 
thought I'd pay you this visit, rather like shaking hands after 
a match, if you know what I mean. I hope I haven't disturbed 
you. Are my men behaving themselves now? 
JOAN: Yes. 
WARWICK: 1 should think they will certainly transfer you 
to a Church prison. But in any case, until they do, if there's 
any sign of a lapse, don't hesitate to report it to me. l'U 
have the blackguard hung. It's not really possible to have a 
whole army of gentlemen, but we can try. (He bows.) 
Madam. 
(He starts to go. JoAN calls him back.) 
JOAN: My lordl 
WARWICK (returning); Yes? 
JoAN ( without looking at him): It would have been bet-
ter, wouldo't it, if l had beeo burned? 
WARWICK: I told you, for His Majesty's Government, the 
admission of guilt was just as good. 
JoAN: But for me? 
WARWICK: Unprofitable suffering. An ugly business. No, 
really, it wouldn"t have been better. It would have been, as 
I told you just now, slightly plebeian, and ill-bred, and more 
than slightly stupid, to insist on dying just to embarrass 
everybody and make a demonstration. 
JoAN (as though to herself) : But I am ill-bred, I am stu-
pid. And then, remember, my lord, my life isn't prepared 
and perfected like yours, running so orderly and smoothly 
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between war. hunting, and your beautiful bride waiting for 
you in England. What is Jeft of me when J am not Joan any 
longer? 
WARWICK: Life isn't going to be very gay for you, I 
agree, not at first, anyway. But things will adjust themselves 
in tiMe, I don't hink you need have any doubt of that. 
JoAN' But I don't want things to adjust themselves. I 
don't #ant to live through however long this "in time" of 
yours will be. (She gets up like a sleepwalker, and stares 
blindly ahead.) Do you see Joan after living through it, when 
things bave adjusted themselves: Joan, set free, perhaps, and 
vegetating at the French Court on her small pension? 
WARWICK (impatient): My dear girl, I can tell you, in 
sbc months there won't be a French Court! 
JoAN (almost laughing, though sadly): Joan accepting ev-
erything, Joan fat and complacent, Joan doing nothing but 
eat. Can you see me painted and powdered, trying to look 
fashionable, getting entangled in her skirts, fussing over her 
little dog, or trailing a man at her heels: who knows, per-
haps with a husband? 
WARWICK: Why not? Everything has to come to an end 
sometime. l'm going to be married myself. 
JOAN (suddenly cries out i11 another voice): But I don't 
want everything to come to an ead! Or at least not an end 
like that, an end which is no end at all. Blessed St. Michael: 
St. Margaret: St. Catherine! You may be silent now, but l 
wasn't born until you first spoke to me, that day in the fields: 
my life truly began when I did what you told me to do, 
rWing horseback with a sword in my hand. And that is Joan, 
and no other one. Certainly not one sitting placid in her 
convent, pasty-faced and going to pieces in comfort: con-
tinuing to live as a tolerable habit: set free, they would call 
it! You kept yourself silent, God, while all the priests were 
trying to speak at once, and everything became a confusion 
of words. But You told St. Michael to make it clear to me 
in the very beginning, that when You're silent You have then 
the most certain tru~t in us. It is the time when You let us 
take on everything alone. (She draws herself up.) Well, l take 
it on, 0 God: I take it upon myself! I give Joan back to 
You: true to what she is, now and forever! Call your sol-
diers, Warwick; call them, call them, quickly now: for I tell 
you I withdraw my admission of guilt: I take back my prom-
ises: they can pile their faggots, and set up their stake: they 
can have their holiday after all I 
WARWICK (bored): No'! for God's sake don't let's have 
THE LARK (ACT II] 
any such nonsense, I do implore you. I told you, rm very 
satisfied with things as they a.re. And besides, I loathe exe-
cutions. I couldn't bear to watch you going through any-
thing of the kind. 
JoAN: You have to have courage, that's all; I shall have 
courage. (She looks al his pale face and puts a hand on hl, 
shoulder.) You're a good dear fellow, in spite of your gen-
tlemanly poker-face; but there isn't anything you 1':an do: 
we belong, as you se.y, to different ways of life. (She 1mex-
pectedly gives him a little kiss on the cheeks, and runs off, 
calling.) Soldiers, goddamsl Hey there, goddamsl Fetch me 
ttie clothes I wore to fight in, and when I'm back in my 
breeches tell all my judges Joan is herself again! 
(WARWICK remains alone, wiping his cheek.) 
WARWICK: How out of place this all is. What bad form. 
It's impossible to get 9n well with these French for long. 
(;f great clamour.) 
2 1 CRowo: Death to the witch! Burn the heretic! Kill her, 
kill her, kill her! 
(All the actors return quickly, grasping faggots: the EXE-
CUTIONER dragging JOAN with the help of Two ENGLISH 
SoLDIBRS. LADVENU follows, very pale. The movement is rapid 
and bnttal. The EXECUTIONER, with someone's help, perhaps 
the PROMOTER's, makes a stake with the benches from the 
trial scene. They make JoAN clinv, up, they tie her to tire 
stake, and nail a defamatory inscription over her head. The 
CRowo yells.) 
CRown: To the stake with the witch! To the stake! Shave 
her head, the soldier's bitch! To the stake! To the stake! 
Burn her! 
WARWICK: Stupidity! Absurd stupidity! This is something 
we could have done without, perfectly well. 
JoAN: A cross! Let me have a cross, a cross to hold: pity 
me! 
PROMOTER: No, nol No cross for a witch! 
JOAN: Give me a cross, a cross to hold, a crucifix! 
CAUCHON: Ladvenul To the parish church! Run, Lad-
venul 
(l..ADVENU runs off.) 
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PROMOTER ( to the INQUISITOR) : This is most irregular! 
Aren't you going to protest, my lord? 
INQUISITOR (staring at JoAN): With or without a cross, she 
bas to be silenced, and quickly! Look at her, defying us. 
Are we never going to be able to master this flaunting spirit 
o{ man? 
JOAN: A cross! 
(An ENGLISH SoLDTER has taken two sticks, ties them to-
gether and calls to JOAN.) 
SoLDreR: Hold on, wait a bit , my girl: here you arel 
What are they talking about, these two priests? They make 
me vomit. She's got a right to a cross, like anybody else. 
PROMOTER (rushing forward) : She is a heretic! I forbid 
you to give it to her! 
SoLOIBR (jostling him off): You choke yourself. 
(He offers the improvised cross to JOAN, who clasps it 
against her, and kisses it.) 
PROMOTl!R (rushing to WARWICit): My Jordt This man 
ought to be arrested as a heretic. I insist that you arrest him 
immediately I 
WARWICK: You make me tired, sir. I have eight hundred 
men like that, each one more heretical than the others. They 
are what I use to fight the wars with. 
INQUISITOR (to the EXECUTIONER): WilJ you hurry and 
light the fire? Let the smoke cover her quickly, and hide her 
away out of our sight! (To WARWICK.) We must make haste! 
In five minutes everybody will have swung to her side, they 
will all be for her! 
WARWICK: I'm very much afraid that bas already hap-
pened. 
(LADvENU runs in with a cross.) 
PROMOTER (yelling): Don't dare to give her the cross, 
Brother Ladvenul 
CAUCHON: Let him alone, Canon: I order you to let him 
alone. 
PROMOTER: I shall refer this matter to the court of Rome! 
CAUCHON: You can refer it to the devil, if you like: for 
the present moment, the orden to be obeyed here are mine. 
j 
(All this is rapid, hurly-burly, improvised, like a police 
operation.) 
INQUISITOR (running from one to the other nervously): 
We must be quick! We must be quick! We must be quick! 
LADVENU ( who has climbed up to the stake) : Courage, 
Joan. We are all praying for you. 
JoAN: Thank you, little brother. But get down: the flames 
will catch you: you will be burnt as well 
INQUISITOR (who can't bear it any more, to the ExECU-
TIONER): Well, man, have you done it yet, have you done it? 
EXECUTIONER (climbing down): Yes, it's done, my lord, 
it's alight. In two minutes, you'll see, the flames will have 
reached her. 
INQUISITOR ( with a sigh of relief} : At last I 
CAUCHON (falling on his knees): 0 God, forgive us! (They 
all kneel, and start the prayers for the dead. The PROMOTER, 
in a fury of hatred, remains standing.) Get down on your 
knees, Canon! (The PROMOTER looks like a cornered animal: 
he kneels.) 
INQUJSITOR ( who dares not look, to LADVENU who is near 
him and holding the cross for JOAN): Is she Joo.king straight 
in front of her? 
LAoveNu: Yes, my lord. 
INQUISITOR: Without flinching? 
l.AoVENU: Yes, my lord. 
INQUISITOR (almost sorrowfully): And there is almost a 
smile on her lips, is there not? 
l.ADVENU: Yes, my lord. 
INQUISITOR ( with bowed head, Q.Verwhelmed, heavily): I 
shall never be able to master him. 
l.ADVENU (radiant with confidence and ;oy): No, my lord! 
JoAN (murmuring, already twisted with pain): Blessed 
Michael, Margaret, and Catherine, you were brighter than 
these flames: let your voices burn me. 0 Lord Jesus, let 
them speak to me. Speak to me. In the fields, in the heat of 
the sun. Noon. 
AGNES (kneeling in a corner with CHARLES and the 
QUEEN): Poor little Joan. It is monstrous and stupid. Do 
you think she is suffering already? 
CllARLEs (wiping his forehead and looking away): There 
is still the agony to come. 
(The murmur of the prayers for the dead drowns the 
voices. Suddenly BRAUDIUCOURT bursts on to the stage breath-
less /rom running.) 
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2-12 BEAUDRICOURT: Stop! Stop! Stop! (Everyone is star/led; 
a moment of uncertainty. To CAUCHON.) This cao't be the 
way it goes! Grant a stay of execution, and let me have time 
to think! For, as l said to her when she first came to me, r 
don't think clearly when suddenly put to it. But one thing 
I do see: we haven't done what we said we'd do. We haven't 
performed the coronation! We said that we were going to 
play everything! And we haven't at all. It isn't justice to her. 
And she has a right to see the coronation performed: it's a 
part of her story. 
CAUCHON (struck by this): We did say so, indeed; you 
are right to remind us. You remember, gentlemen: the whole 
of her life to go through, was what we said. We were in too 
great a hurry to bring her to an end. We were committing an 
injustice! 
CHARLES: You see! I knew they would forget my corona-
tion. No one ever remembers my coronation. And look what 
it cost me. 
WARWICK! Well, really! The coronation. now! And at 
this time of the day, as though their little victory came last 
1t would be most improper for me to attend any such cere-
mony; I shall go away. As far as I'm concerned it is all over, 
and Joan is burnt. His Majesty's Government has obtained its 
political objective. (He goes.) 
CAUCHON: Unchain her! Drag away the faggots! Give 
her the sword and the standard again( 
(He goes. Everyone joyously drags down the stake and 
faggots.) 
... 
CAUCHON: This man is quite right. The real end of Joan's 
story, the end which will never come to an end, which they 
will always tel1, long after they have forgotten our names or 
confused them all together: it isn't the painful and miserable 
end of the cornered animal caught at Rouen: but the lark 
singing in the open sky. Joan at Rheims in all her glory. The 
true end of the story is a kind of joy. Joan of Arc: a. story 
which ends happily. 
(They have quickly set up an altar where the stake was 
sta,iding. Bells suddenly ring out proudly. A procession forms 
with CHAtu.ES, JOAN a little behind him, then the QUEENS, 
LA TREMOUlLLE, etc. The procession moves towards the 
altar. Everyone kneels. Only JOAN remains standing, leaning 
on her standard, smiling upward, like a statue of her. The 
.ARCH.BISHOP puts the crown on CHA.RLBS's head. Bells, a 
u • .,. 
,alute of canno~. a fiight of doves, a p~ of light perhaps, 
which throws the reflection of the cathedral stained glass 
across the scene, transforming it. TIie Curtain falls slowly on 
this beautif ui illustration from a school prize,) 
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Ground Plan of the set of The Lark 
., 
.... 
:Y,~a 1961 
the skilled direction 
Ransford Watts, a 
I chama has been han-
ith compellinl:' effect. 
treJtment is in verse, 
reads and sounds like 
hUerward poetic prose. 
y, eristic, and, for 
t, brilliant. While 
the hard dramatic __ ,.. _ _. 
iss Hellman's work, witch 
s, the Intellectual d 
w's "Saint Joan," done 
real passion of she goes 
d it. On the sheer her voice 
language, it is a 
than Miss Hell-
Boston University News, Tuesday, Dec. 12, 1961 
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Critic Lauds ~e Lark': 
, 
'Ranks with the Fines\' 
BY DONALD CIESZYNSKI 
News Staff Report11r 
The SFAA theatre arts division's production of "The Lark'' 
ranks with the finest professional offerings. The extraordinarily 
skillful direction of John Ransford Watts and a veritable iallery 
of ft,rikin' ~rformances make the play a moving and wortliwhile 
entertainment. 
"The Lark" is a retelling of the 
trial of Joan of Arc. Laced with wit 
and Bashes of insight, Fry's transla-
tion of the pla_y (this is Mle first time 
his version baa been presented In 
the United States) Is provocative, lit-
erate theatre. 
By utllblng a "presentational" 
kind of theatre, the story Is told 
In flashback and • series of differ• 
fwent .,,ents and utflng1 11 d• 
plGtecl wttl\ 1111 change of Kene. 
At the beSlnning of the trial, Joan 
~ the 41-& «.e she heard "the 
v.o\es." She eo111iiues with l}er story 
JO ilefense of herself, relatlrig 1fi tpe 
-.Jor events that take place up •· 
Alen Langdon does well by the role 
of Cauchon. Both Jay Patl H the 
re~able Inquisitor and Rober, 
Ru .... l ..a1 the Pr011110ter • itffec-
tlve, 
James Raney .contributes an expert 
comic performance in his po,rtrayal 
of the pompous Squire of pucoul-
eurs; Jon Cullum Is gentle all\d per-
suasive as Brother Ladvenu; Jean 
Tanner, Penelope Hayes, Marjorie 
Kahn, Vivian Edwards, and Philip 
Robb are good in lesser roles. 
The setting of Cara Shubin Is sim-
ple and fooctllOJl'1; the costumes by 
Frank Childs run the ga"!,Ut from tm, 
simple costume at loan to the elabo-
rate court attire worn by ·many M 
W the time of her eventml lm,1>1"1-111. the princlpala. The lighting by .Jotin-
ment. )Watts relleots the same care and ~ 
Though tu verdict of the trial t- clslon ~~~~ tiis handling of ai, 
portrayed Jo the standard ...._ rest of thlllllm,ducUon. 
the overall conclusion of the · ·~fay it ,......~---~----
a startling departure from tN ordl• 
nary. ~ 
Kathleen SuJflvan an exqulttt. 
Joan. In • io.w._ • Nie, 
the Inventive '1& sumnfully 
· portrays the an1111I comtilnafton 
of Innocence, prlde;ilety, and ,. 
sourcefulneu that ~ JNn. 
Not far behind Kathleen Sulll9J1 
i4 J)onald King with ht& superb ~ tnfil ol CharTes. t~aup 
iiiiies the most of a e 
t ercepf!on, and 
acTal 
are ort of 
tdbert Rickner Is o 
Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick 
,, 
Donal.d King as Charles, the Dauphin 
Boston University Theatre, 1961 
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Boston University 
School of Fine and Applied Arts 
Division of The£ tre Arts 
A Master ' s Thesis consisting of : 
I . Acting Book for the role of 
Marchbanks in Candida by 
Bernard Shaw 
by 
Donald E. King 
repared as partial fulfillment for the Master of Fine 
rts degree requirements , 
1962 
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The Faculty Comnittee 
Boston University 
School of Fine and Applied Arts 
Division of Theatre Arts 
Dear Sirs : 
May 12 , 1961 
It is my privilege at this time to request your permission to 
orep.qre an Acting Book of the role of my choice , as partial fulfillment 
for the Master of Fine Arts degree requirements in Acting , 
I herewith submit the follov~ng choices , and further request your 
consideration of them . 
Oswald Alv~ng - Ghosts - Henrik Ibsen 
Henry IV - Henry lV - Luigi Pirandello 
Marchb~n1<s - Candida - -:iern;:,rd Shaw 
It is my over - all intention to trP.~t the role as honestly as 
possible i"1 t -erms of what the character says and does , and to the best of 
my ability , interpret the role in terms of what the author intended . 
Th~nking you for the privilege of this request, I rernain, 
Yours very tru1y , 
Donald E. ~ ing 
11To make any or all of his fellow Londoners 
believable , you have not only to believe in 
the third member of the James Mavor ~orel1 1 s 
eternal triangle . You have also to like him , 
to understand him , to put yourself in his 
place and live and love and ~uffer along tdth 
his tragic - comic ego . 
More than ever am I convinced tha t Candida 
is first , last and always Eugene Marchban~s 1 
story . 111 
Robert Garland 
New York Journal -American 
April 4 , 1946 
1 Rachel W. Coffin , ed ., New York Theatre Critics I Reviews , New York , 
Critics I Theatre Revie~,,,rs, Inc . , 1946 , vol. 7 , p . 412 . 
Eugene Marchbanks 
11 
• •• He is a strange , shy youth of eighte,•n , ~light , effeminate , 
with a delicBte c!uldish voice , and a haunted tormented expres -
sion and shrinking manner that show the p?inful sensitiveness 
of very swift and acute apprehensiveness in youth , before the 
character h2s "'rown to its full :::trenp:th •••• He is so uncommon 
as to be almost unearthly ; ~nd t o prosaic peoole Lrere is some-
thine- noxious in this unearthliness , just as to poetic people 
th ere is something angelic in it , His dress is anarchic . He 
wears an old blue serge j,.,cket, unbuttoned , over a woolen lawn 
tennis s'1irt , 1 ith a silk handkrrchief for a cravat , trousers 
matching the jack~t , .;ind brown canvas shoes . In these garments 
he h~s apparently lain in the heather and waded through the 
waters ~ and there is no evidence of his h~ving ever brushed 
them . 11 
Ever since Candida was written , the role of Marchbanks has been souiht 
after by aspiring young actors . It is a role that few have fulfilled to 
the satisfaction of their critics . Many critics consider Marchbanks one 
of the nost difficu.l t characters t o portray , ever written by Shaw. 
All of Marchbanks I scenes are difficult to interpret in terms of who 
he is , 1,:ha t he wants , and where he is going . t-f.archbanks, 1uring his 
argument with Morell in Act I , tells the clergyman Lhat he is capable of 
fi;hting with words even if he l~cks the physical strength of his opponent 
d " • t 1 · ft h t k d r th t- ~ ,,b 113rh an , ••• can 1 a eavy run own rom e .,op 01 a c.. • • . • us 
early in the olay Marchb~nks est&blishes himself as a person conscious of 
his ohysical liabilities , and the audience begin to see some of the 
elements in his personality which may have emerged as a rJirect result of 
this disadvantge . He is shy , so shy in fact , that an int roductio n to 
Candida ' s father becomes painful to the ooint of being terrifying , and 
2 Bernard Shaw, Candida , Baltimore , Penguin Books , 1952 (copyright 
1898) , p . 22 . 
J Shaw, Candida , p . Jl . 
later when he confesses to Candida that he shrinks from having to deal 
with strange people , and was frightened even at wondering how much money 
he should pay the cabman , there is rwealed in Marchbc111ks a lack of inner 
security , an unsureness of himself and his place in t he world . He is on 
the other hand , quick to anger , keenly perceptive , and acutely aware of 
life, and the people around hill\. He is a young man trying to fin d happi -
ness , and all his actions are directed towards that end . Through hi s keen 
perception , Marchbanks , seeing at once many of the false illusio ns which 
surround Morell ' s life , and the false happiness it has brought to him , 
tries , because of his own desperate searching for happiness and a life 
void of false illusions , to attack Morell , and with mounting anger exposes 
Morell to hilllself . A further motivating factor in revealing Morell to 
himself , is Marchbanks ' s love for Candida . He must prove to Morell and to 
himself that l'-'10rell is not worthy of Candida I s love , and that he is . 
In the opening scene of Act II , a scene parallel to Marchbanks en-
counter with .Morell in Act I , takes place • .Marchbanks considers himself a 
poet . He is also a dreamer , an idealist. Due to his loneliness and need 
to communicate , as 1,·ell as his desire to understand his shyness through 
the shyness of another , he begins a relentless battle of wits to force 
Pros erp ine, Merell ' s secretary to reveal even a moment of her inner feel -
ings . She does , and her revelation is her silent love for Morell . 
Marchl)anks did not believe that any women could love Morell including 
Candida , and his surety of the love of Candida for him , was based mainly 
on this assumption . 1'1hen Proserpine reveals her silent love for Morell , 
Marchbanks is f,o,ced with the realiz.ation of how possible it is for a 
woman to love Morell , and his feelings of security which he had begun to 
establish are dashed aside . 
In the closing scene of the pl ay an inner strength , insieht and 
intelligence of Marchbanks is revealed , in the light of Candida ' s decision 
to remain with her husband . He is able to see that his true nature is not 
what he thought it was . Harchbanks le,,rns that he can stand alone , that 
he has the ability to live without illusions . At the end of the play he 
has acouired it . Candid~ oper3tes as a cataly~t , effecting ch8nge without 
being changed , and by her means 1-iarchbanks le~rns to live without happiness 
The actor playing ~~rchbanks has specific and import~nt problems to 
face , and find for himself a suitable solution . Marchbanks is young , in -
experienced , an idealist , a dreamer , the poet who reaches for Candida ' s 
O.ove . Thi s must be evident , yet at the same time not rob him of being a 
convincing match for }lorell , at all times representing acceptable competi -
tion for Candida . Otherwise the verbal duel at the cJose of the play will 
hot be believable . I'he audience must be able to accept the conflict betwe a 
~he juvenile Marchbll!lks and the middle aged Morell , for the affections of 
t::andida . It cannot become an aimless shallow duel . 
There is a rurther conflict ·,.ri thin harchbanks between the practical 
tnodern thinking individual of the moment, and the impractical person who 
has caught a glimpse of the future . 1vhat he perceives cannot be lost in 
~he waves of sentiment that engulf him . 
Marchbanks remains the central point of attention within the play . 
~dward Everett Hale , Jr ., i n his Dr ama To-d~y , said , 
" . • , The orie;ina l thinker is a dre<"mer and doesn 1t like to do 
anything . The t2lkers are com~only men of vitality who have 
neither the ima~ination to dream nor the patience to thin k 
for themselves . 'I'hey want to do something in this world , but , 
having no not i on of just what they can do , they ta1<e it out in 
talking . They believe absolutely in whJt they say , while they 
say it , ~nd they r ouse people to a state of excited conviction 
by the hypnotic power of t'->eir language , as Mr . Morell did at 
the meeti ng of the Guil d of St . Matlhew . :t is these latte r 
people , those that listen to the talkers , who go ahead and do 
the world ' s work in refor'Tling itself ; but as 1-hey are creatures 
of the emotions rather than of the inte1lect , they never follow 
people like Marchbanks becs use they do not understand them nor 
like them , but do follow people like Mr . Morell because they do 
like them end do not have to understand them. 
Of course Mr. Shaw is one of the Marchbankaes , but he is 
not entirely without sympathy for the Morells . 11 
4 Charles W. Cooper , ed ., Preface to Drama, New York , The Ronald Press 
Comp~ny, 1955, p . 479. 
-- - • --- - -~ ----
Candida. . by Bernard Shaw 
Shaw wrote Candida in 1894, although it was not successfully produc-
ed until ten ye:1rs later . Mansfield tried to produce it in New York in 
1895 , but found he could not play Marchbanks and so drop~ed it . In 
England it alternated with Ibsen ' s A Doll ' s House , by the Independent 
Theatre in 1897 and 1898 . In April of 1899 it was privately performed 
with much success by a drama teacher in Chicago , with Taylor Holmes as 
Marchbanks . The Brm,ming Society of Philadelphia staged it in May, 1903 . 
Later that year Arnold Daly played Marchbanks , in a successful and 
continuous production in New York . After more t.han one hundred and fifty 
perfor:n.:.nces , Daly took the production on tour . Candida was now 
internationally fP.mous . 
Both Katherine Cornell and Peggy Wood played the title role in the 
New York production of 1924 , \•,hich ran for one hundred and forty - three 
performances . Miss Cornell revived Candida in 1937 , and ;,gdn in 1942 
ri th an all - star cast which included , Hildred Natwick as Frossy , Raymond 
t.fassey as Morell , Dudley Digr,es as Burgess , ~nd Burgess Heredi th as 
Marchb:>nks . In Vuss Cornell ' s 1946 revivi'l , Burgess was played by Sir 
Cedric Hardd.cl-:e , Marchbanks by l•!arlon Brando . Olivia de Havilland played 
the title role in a New York r,"'-vival in 1952 , Pith Terrance Kilburn as 
Marchbanks . 
A record breaking revival of the play opened at the Piccadilly 
Theatre in London , on June lJ , 1960 . 
~---~-----
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George Bernard Shaw 
Georg e Bernard Shaw was born in Dublin , Ireland , in 1856 . His 
father was a poor relation of landed Protestant ~entry and his mother 
was a singer . The combination of genteel snobbery and poverty made his 
schooling miserable , and at the age of fourteen he went to Fork in a land 
agent ' s office . In 1876 when Shaw was twenty , he left his job and went 
to London to join his mother , hlho was e~rning her own living as a musi -
cian . During the next ten years he was supported by his father and 
mother . His main work and interests during this period included odd- jobs 
in journalism , the 1-1riting of five unsuccessful novels, public speaking , 
studying the economics of Henry George, the socialism of Karl Marx , the 
I 
dramas of Ibsen , the music of Wagner. In 1883 Shaw became a co- founder 
of the Fabian Society , a movement which advocated social evolution as 
opposed to Marxian violence . 
Through the influence of William Archer he became in 1885 a music 
and art critic , ,.•hich e2rned him a living for the first time . JUring 
this period he became an e cti ve commi ttee:nan and speaker , in the soclal 
and political move~ents to which he devoted hi•nself . He championed the 
New Drama and Ibsen , whom William Archer was introducing to Enp;land . 
During the years 1895 to 1898 , he was drama critic for the London 
Saturday Review , and in 1898 at the age o:' forty - two , he married his 
socialist friend , Charlotte Payne - Townshend, with whom he lived until her 
death in 194) . 
--- -
I n 1925 he was awarded the Nobel Prize , ~nd in 1933 toured the world , 
!•:hich included his only visit to the United States . He continued to write 
successfully until his death , on November 2, 1950, at the age of ninety -
four . 
Shaw remains one of the most colorful and prolific lj terary f ig ures 
of his day . Cal)ed ' the lau ~hing Ibsen ,' he ch~llen ged all the accepted 
conventions held by his contempo r ~ries , through Preaching , jeerinf , 
exhorting , and laughing at society , in an effort to shock and shake them 
up . A propat-;andist and didactic writ.er , he believed that modern man must 
face ar;ain and re - examine the answers to the i"llportant questions of the 
philosonhers in order to find his ·-1ay anew . 
--- -
1 0 
George Bernard Shaw - Major ✓Jerks 
1879- 1883 
1890 
1892 
1893 
1893 
1894 
1894 
1896 
1898 
1897 
1898 
1899 
1903 
1904 
1905 
1G06 
1908 
1910 
1911 
1912 
1916 
1921 
1923 
1928 
1929 
1932 
1932 
193.3 
19J4 
19J6 
1938 
1939 
1944 
1948 
1949 
1949 
Immaturit y 
The Irrational Knot 
Love Among the Artists 
Cashel Byron ' s Profession 
The Unsocial Socialist 
The Quintessence of Ibsenis m 
(5 novels) 
Widowers ' Houses 
The Philanderer 
Hrs . Warren ' s Profession 
(Plays: Pleas?nt and Unpleasant 
puhlished in 1898) 
( 11unpleasant 11) 
Arms and the Man 
Candida 
You Never Can Tell 
The Han of Destiny 
The Perfect Wagnerite 
( "pleasant") 
The Devil ' s Disci pl e (Three Plays for Puritans , 
Caesar and Cleopatra published in 1900) 
Captrlin Brassbound ' s Conversion 
Man ;;ind Superman 
John Bull ' s Other Island 
Maj or Barbara 
The Doctor ' s Dilemma 
Gettinl.! Married 
Misalliance 
Androcles ~nd the Lion 
Pygmalion 
Heartbreak House 
Back to -:ethuselah 
Saint Joan 
The Intelli~ent Woman' s Guide to Socialism 
and Capitalism 
The Apole Cart 
Too True to be Good 
The Adventures of the Black Girl in Her Search for God 
On the Rocks 
The Simpleton of the Unexpected Isles 
The Hillionairess 
Geneva 
In Good King Charles ' s Golden Days 
Everybodys' Political What ' s 1tfuat 
Buoyant Billions 
Shakes vs . Shav 
Why She Would Not (incomplete at his death) 
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Eugene Marchbanks - Critical Reviews of the Role 
Burgess Meredith as Marchbanks 
Shubert TheDtre, New York City, Aoril 27, 1942 
Staged by Guthrie McClintic 
New York Journal-American 
Aoril 28 , 1942 
John Annerson 
I• 
Only in the case of Marchbanks is there, chance for a fresh apprais -
al of the character , and Mr. Meredith ~ives the play a bright new emphasis 
by portraying a poet who really does seP.m to be a mRtcr for the pomoous 
pastor . His is no dreamy , soft - eyed , greenery -yallery , Grosvenor gallery , 
foot-in - the - grave young man, but a tough -minded youngster who for all of 
his pose is plainly a stronger man than Horcll at f;,cing reality , so that 
Candida ' s famous decision is based not merely on a Shavian hypothesis , but 
on appreciable fact . It is a portrayal that gives the great verbal duel 
scene in the last act the force and clarity and honest inflection of true 
drama . 
This hard -bitten ap roach to the part does, I ~ill admit , catch the 
great Mr. Shaw napping a little in his stencil idea of a poet . There are 
a couple of almost Yellow Book passages which Mr. Meredith tried to swal -
low to hide the fact that he had modernized Shaw' s Victorian portrait , and 
that fashions in poets have changed . If Mr. }1er'3di th I s Marchb;:nks seems 
;'!lore 1911.0 than 1900 the distortion is on the side of present vit..ality and 
dra1112tic balance . 
New York Post 
April 28 1 1942 
Wilella ·,1aldorf 
The name Eugene Marchb?nks 2lmost invariably cal]s up in theatre -
goers ' minds a long -haired , ~maciated, somevhat hysterical youth whose 
contortions are apt to become a distinct trial before the play is over . 
Sometimes , in fact , he carries on as if he were a blood brother to Oswald 
Alving in Ibsen •s Ghosts rather than the shy but brilliant young man who 
falls in love wi. th iforell I s wife. 
11r. Meredith is e asily t he most 0 r.ga in g .1...ar chb •nks t hi s r evie uer hns 
ever see.. . i is ap . :reci ti.on of the comic aspe ct of the poe t's agony is 
superb . There is always a su ggestion that the a ~ony is perhaps more 
histrionic than heart - felt , and nlthough he conveys the poetic temperament 
accurately , Mr. Meredith does so with a minimum of writhing ;,.nd seething 
and te~ring his hair . 
New York World-Telegram 
April 28 , 1942 
John Mason Brown 
The Marchbanks of Burgess Heredith can only be described as brilliant 
It is by all odds the best - indeed the only - Marchb?nks I have seen in 
-the theatre of my time . The others have been whiners or Bunthornes , so 
contemptible that the play has always seemed to be a two- cornered triangle 
Hr . Meredith , however , turns one of the worst of Shaw' s ch?. re> cters into a 
hapnily believable person . Mr. Shaw may have misunderstood his pure art -
ist because he so despises the type, but Mr. Meredith is able to play 
Marchbanks so th2t we all ad.,nire him. He acts him with rare humor and a 
.,,elcome quietness. Indeed Privnte Meredith shows once again what an ex-
ceptional actor he is . Not even in WintersP.t has he demonstr·ted his 
unusual abilities to better advantage than he is now doing . 
New York Herald Tribune 
April 28 , 191.1.2 
Richard Watts , Jr . 
The news of the letest Candida. is , of course Hr . Meredith ' s March-
banks , since Miss Cornell ' s portrayal of the title part is already accepte 
Ii 
as a masterpiece of American acting . In the past there have been some 
effective performances of the role of the intense young poet , who c.;n so 
easily become one of the most annoying people of the known drama . The 
trouble with even the best of Mr. Meredith ' s predecessors , though , has 
been th,?t , in their efforts to show Yliirchbanks as a combination of selfish 
weakling and honest poetic talent , they h~ve tended to trdnsform him into 
a kind of hysterical minor monster , 1:iven to a sulking petulance . They 
have rarely bothered to make it clear just why Candida should have bother -
ed "bout him . By the seem.i ngly simple met'!icxi of standing com_:iar" ti vely 
still and phying with a quiet , direct sort of masculine intensity , Mr~ 
Meredith has given him dignity , force , and intellectual honesty . 
New York Sun 
April 28 , 1942 
Richard Lockridge 
The role of ~..archbanks , the little , eloquent poet who reaches for 
Candida ' s love , is by no rnec:1ns the best o-art Shaw ever wrote for a man, am 
it is one of the most difficult to play . Nine times out of ten it de -
generates into shrillness - just as the opposite role of Morell has a 
tendency to lump down into sto;iness . For Narchb~nks , for all his poetry 
~nd his instinctive insight , turns eDsily into a personified whine . It 
does not in Mr. Meredith 1s pl~ying , which has more than eloquence . His 
Marchb2nks is not only the best I c?n remember; it is the only really good 
t'.archbanks . 
New York Daily News 
Anril 28 , 1942 
Burns Nantle 
The Marchb2nks of Burgess Meredith burns with an inner fire that has 
not been apr;ro~ched since Arnold Daly first ..1ccepted the role as a person -
al crust>.de fo r ideal.is tic and sl i~htly- mad ooets the world over . 
New York Times 
April 28 , 1942 
Brooks Atkinson 
~ I 
In Burgess Meredith ' s m~tchless pl~ying , Marchb~nks emerges as no 
.:hirnsical half genius but as a sensitive young man ;;restling with a real 
problem . 
New York Newspaper 11PM" 
April 28 , 1942 
Louis Kronenberge r 
For one thing , the play ' s worst obst.:.cle - which appe:,.red to be 
insurmountable - has been surmounted . rhe char:-cter of :Marchbanks has 
been at best irritating and at worst insufferable ; he has always seemed 
the most foolish of all our latterday Shelleys . But Burgess Meredith, 
giving perhaps the best performance of his career , has produced a mettle-
some rather than moony poet ; has made him seem boyish rather than cock -
sure ; has given hL-n., if not a sense of humor, Pt least enough of a sense 
of humor to know that he lacks one . He has made hL-n bearable , which is as 
praiseworthy as making him convincing . 
I 
I 
~.:arlon Br~ndo Rs h.archbanks 
Cort Thea t.re , New York City , Aµril J , 1946 
Staged by Guthrie McClintic 
New York World Telegram 
April 4 , 1946 
Burton R.::iscoe 
Nobody can ever do Harchb;mks properly . He is an impossible 
ch~racter for any acLor to pl~y . Shaw says nobody has ever done the part 
to his satisfaction . How could anyone? Marchbanks is Shaw 13 own concep-
tion of himself . Shaw' s idea is that he is a combination of Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, Karl ~.arx , Frederick Nietzsche, Samuel Butler , E. H. Sothern , 
John Donne , Hendrik Ibsen and Oscar Wilde . 
Maybe Miss Cornell should put on o · nts and pl,:1y Marchb~nt.-s, even if 
she has to wear whiskers . Mr. Brando did as welJ as he could as March-
banks . 
New York Journal - American 
April 4 , 1946 
Robert Ga ~1and 
I had thought that the Eugene Marchb;inks of l-1r. Meredith -,,as the 
Eugene Marchbanks for v:hom his creato r had been waiting . As a matter of 
fact , I remember saying so in print . Bu~, in the late April of 1942 , I 
had not sat in the ')resence of the Eugene Marchb· nks of the Marlon Brando 
•.-tho plvyed it yesterday . Young Mr. Br ndo who stepped right out of the 
stage directions . 
As even a drama critic kno"s , Candida , ooth as a play and as a 
charncter, de~ends entirely , or almost entirely , on Eugene Marchbanks . 
To make any or all of his fellow Londoners believable , you have not only 
to believe in the third me:nber of the James Havor Morell ' s eternal trian -
gle . You h~ve also to like him , to underst2end him , to put yourself in 
his place and live and love and suffer alon~ with his tragic - comic ego . 
More than ever am I convinced that Candida is first , las l:. and always 
Eugene Y.archbanks I story . 
The fresh excitem~nt of the current reuroduction ste~s straight from 
the Eugene Marchbanks of Marlon Brando . Young 11r, Brando ' s young Mr. 
Marchbanks is superb . It is he and his perform&nce that the enthuslasts 
at the Cort may still be cheering for all I know 1.,o the contrary . 
New York Daily News 
April 4 , 1946 
John Ch::ipman 
A new young actor named Marlon Br.::mdo managed to make something 
different , something a little more understandable , out of the trying role 
of Harci1banks , the baby poet . l'he role of Marchb~•nks, in the words of the 
little poet himself , can be ' horror , horror , horror .• It can be too 
effeminate . It can be shouted - and some of Shaw' s lines in this 1903-
vintage comedy should not be spoken too loudl.t , lest they show their age . 
Mr. Br3ndo achieved a believable love - sick introvert by playing very 
quietly . l felt that his intensity was within him, where it should be , 
2nd not spread all around the outside . 
New York Newsuaper "PW' 
April l.J., 1946 
Louis Kronenber~er 
There was , ~inally, the Marchbanks of Marlon Brando . The role is a 
trial and a test , end in his own soft , poetic - looking way, Mr. Br:ondo was 
at times quite effective . qe always , moreover , held your interest. But 
the part was not al togethe r sustained , nor was the interpretation partic-
ularly successful . 
New York Sun 
!April 4 , 19l~6 
ward Morehouse 
Marlon Brando isn ' t very successful in his projection of the poet , 
' j 
Marchbanks . He isn ' t eloquent or sympathetic or dominating or even exas -
perating . He is just weP-k. And at times he is almost inaudible . 
New York Times 
April 4 , 1946 
Lewis Nichols 
T'ne world always will quarrel about Marchbanks and the various inter -
pretations possible therefor . Marlon Brando emphasizes the weakness and 
banks the fire , the result being a somewhat monotonously intoning poet . 
His version is not believable , it fails to prove , ..,mong other things , why 
Harell should pay any at tent ion to hi.'ll. 
New York Herald Tribune 
AprLl 4 , 1946 
Howard .)a rnes 
Harlan Brando is no Burgess Meredith , but. he makes the final act of 
Candida P-Xceedin6ly satisfyinG • 
New York Post 
Aoril l , 1946 
Vernon Rice 
Probably one of the hardest parts ever written for a man to play is 
lfarchbanks . 
Shaw practically defies an actor to play Marchbanks without causing a 
wave of nausea to pass through any audience , That no such thing happened 
yesterday afternoon is certainly to Marlon Brando ' s credit , and he 
conti nues to be the promising young actor he was in his two previous plays . 
'-------~--~ 
Terrance Kilburn as ?/;archbanks 
National Theatre , New York City , Aprill 22 , 1952 
Staged by Herman Shum.lin 
New York Daily News 
April 23, 1952 
John Chapman 
Terrance Kilburn ' s ¥.archb~nks made me uneasy last ni f,ht . The role 
of Marchbanks is one of the dirtiost tricks any dramatist ever pl ayed on 
an eager actor , anyhow, bdng more than somewhat effemin2 t,e and generally 
quite silly , and it takes a Burgess Meredith to :nake it count for some-
thing . Mr. Kilburn fails to endow the ineffable Eugene with the strength 
necessary to make him a true candidate for Candida ' s hand . 
New York Times 
April 23, 1952 
brooks Atkinson 
Terrence Kilburn 1s Marchb?nl<s has none of the inner fire of a poet . 
New York Post 
April 23, 1952 
Richard Watts . Jr . 
Among the misfortunes of the current revival must be placed Terrance 
Kilburn 1 s Marchbanks . It is not , I should hastily add , the worst perform-
ance of the f ?mous role of the youn f poet I have ever seen. That is a 
dubious honor I would have to bestow on Marlon Brando . Mr. Kilburn at 
least had a touch of the proper intensity . But , •hatever merit he earned 
by that auality , he more than sacrificed by the misaoprehension he 
occasi::nally seemed to be under that he was playing Peter Pan . The Rev . 
Mr. Morell was a fairly fotuous fello1-1, but even he could never have 
trken this Marchb~nks seriously as a romantic rival . 
New York Herald Tribune 
April 2J , 1952 
'tlal ter F . Kerr 
I am sor ry to say that young Terrance Kilburn is a good bit worse as 
,..., 
the young poet who worsh.ips Candida ;:ind seeks to free her from her prosaic 
husb.-nd . !1r . Kilburn , once a child movie acto r, has grown a -:ood bit 
since he last said good- bye to Mr . Chips . But he has not acriuired ;my 
evident skill or sensitivity in the process , and }~rchb?nk~ , ~lways a 
difficult role , becomes an intolerable one . Mr. Kilourn buries his face 
in his hands frantically , begins every line at the same screeching 
crescendo , and in general behaves as though he bel~nged in ' Flight Into 
Egypt . I 
Ne;, York Journ al -Amer ican 
April 2J , 1952 
John McClain 
Mr. Kilburn undoubtedly knows nis craft but didn ' t make me feel for a 
minute that he would have been a sericus contender . 
New York Dai ly Mirror 
April 2J , 1952 
Robert Coleman 
Terrance Kil burn , who has a commendable cinema and experimental 
theatre record , is much too tense and fidgety as Marchbanks . 
New York 'tlorld Telegram and New York Sun 
April 23, 1952 
·.,.,rnuam Hawkins 
Terrance Kilburn is a n~rticular offender of forced articulateness . 
He rips out words as if with a jagged scroll S?W , and is simil2rly over -
whelming until the last act . 
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Overall action o:f Marchbanks : to win Candida , 
in order to find happiness 
Spine o:f the role: to aspire to the noblest in himself 
and find an honest communication 
with his :fellow men in an effo rt to 
:find happine ss 
CA N DIDA 
ACT I 
A fine momzng in October 1894 in the north east quarter of 
London, a vast district miles away from ti~ London of May-
fair and St ]amels, and much less narrow, squalid, feud and 
airless in its slums. It is strong in unfashionable middle class 
life: wifk-streeted; myriad-populated; well served with 1.gly 
iron urinals, Radical clubs, and tram lines carrying a perpetual 
stream of yellow cars; enjoying in its main thoroug/ifares ti~ 
luxury of gmss-grown "front gardens" untrodden by the foot 
of man save as to the path from the gate to ti~ hall door; 
blighted by a callously endured monotony of miles and miles 
of unlovely brick houses, black iron railings, stony pavements, 
stated roofs, and respectably ill dressed or disreputably worse 
dressed people, quite accustomed to the place, and mostly 
plodding uninterestedly about somebody else's work, The little 
energy and eagerness that crop up shew themselves in cockney 
cupidity and business "push ." Even the policen~n and the 
chapels are not infrequent enough to break the monotony. The 
sun is shining chee,fully: there is no fog ; and though the smoke 
effectually prevents anything, whether faces and hands or 
bricks and mortar, from lookfng fresh and clean, it is not hang-
ing heavily enough to trouble a Londoner. 
This desert of unattractiveness has its oasis. Near the outer 
end of the Hacl(!ICJ' Road is a park of 21 7 acres, fenc ed in, not 
by railings, but by a wooden paling, and containing plenty of 
greensward, trees, a lake for bathers, jlorver beds which are 
triumphs of the admired cockney art of carpet gardening, and 
a sandpit, originally imported from the seaside for the delight 
of c/1ildren, but speedily deserted on its becoming a natural 
vermin preserve for all the petty fauna of Kingsland, Hackney, 
and Hoxton. A bandstand, an unfi,rnished forum for re-
. . . 
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ligious, anti-religious, a11d political orators, cricket pitches, a 
gymnasium, and an old fashioned stone kiosk are among its 
attraeiions. Wherever the prospect is bounded by trees or rising 
green grounds, it is a pleasant place. Where the ground stretches 
/lat to the grey palings, with bricks and mortar, skY signs, 
crowded chimneys and smoke beyond, the prospect makes it 
desolate and sordid. 
The best vie,v of Victoria Park is commanded by the front 
windot'1 of St Dominic's Parsonage,from which 1101 a brick is 
visible. The parsonage is semi-detacl1ed, with a front garden 
and a porch. Visitors go up the flight of steps to the porch: 
tradespeople and members of the family go down by a door 
under the steps to the basement, with a breakfast room, used for 
all meals, in front, and the kftchen at the back. Upstairs, on the 
level of the hall door, is the drawing room, with its large plate 
glass window looking out on the park. In this, the only sitting 
room that can be spared from the children and the family meals, 
the parson, the Reverend James Mavor Morell, does his work. 
He is sitting in a strong round backed revolving chair at the end 
of a long table, which stands across the window, so that he can 
cheer himself with a view of the park over his left shoulder. At 
the opposite end of the table, adjoining it, is a little table only 
half as wide as the other, with a typewriter on it. His typist is 
sitting at this machine, with her back to the window . The large 
table is littered with pamphlets, journals, letters, nests of 
drawers, an office diary, postage scales a11d the like. A spare 
chair for visitors having business with the parson is in the middle, 
turned to his end. Within reach of his hand is a stationery case, 
and a photograph in a frame. The wa/J behind him is fitted 
with bookshelves, on which an adept eye can measure the par· 
son's cas11istry and divinity by Maurice's Theological Essays 
and a complete set of Browning's poems, and the reformer's 
politics by a yellow backed Progress and Poverty, Fabian Essays, 
A Dream of John Ball, Marx's Capital, and half a dozen 
other literary landmarks in Socialism. Facing him on tlie other 
side of the room, near the typewriter, is the door. Further down 
- . -
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opposite the fireplace, a bookcase stands on a cellaret, with a 
sofa near it. There is a generous fire burning; and the hearth, 
with a comfortable armchair and a black japamu:d flower· 
painted coal scuttle at one side, a miniature chair for children 
on the other, a varnislied wooden mantelpi4ce, with neatly 
moulded shelves, tiny bits of mirror let into the panels, a travel-
ling clock in a leather case (the inevitable wedding present), 
and on the wall above a large autotype of the cl1iej figure in i 
Tittan' s Assumption of the Virgin, is very inviting. Altogether 
the room is the room of a good housekeeper, vanquished, as 
far as the table is concerned, by an untidy man, but elsewhere 
mistress of the situation. Tiu: furniture , in its ornamental aspect, 
betrays the style of the advertiud "drawing-room suite" of the 
pushing suburban furniture dealer; but there is nothing useless 
or pretentious in the room, money being too scarce in the house 
of an east end parson to be wasted on snobbish tn'mmings. 
The Revermd James Mavor Morell is a Christian Socialist 
clergyman of the Church of England, and an active member of 
the Guild of St Matthew and the Christian Social Union. A 
vigorous, genial, popular man of forty, robust and good look• 
ing, full of energy, with pleasant, hearty, considerate manners, 
and a sound imaffected voice, which he used with the clean 
athletic articulation of a practised orator, and with a wide 
range and perfect command of expression. He is a first rate 
clergyman, able to say what he likes to whom he likes, to lee· 
ture people without setting himself up against them, to impose 
his authority 011 them without humiliating them, and, on oc-
casion, to interfere in their business without impertinence. His 
well-spring of enthusiasm and sympathetic emotion has never 
run dry for a moment: he still eats and sleeps heartily enough to 
win the daily battle between exhaustion and recuperation tri-
umphantly. Withal, a great baby, pardonably vain of his 
powers and unconsciously pleased wiJh himself He has a •j 
healthy complexion: good forehead, wiJh the brows somewhat 
blunt, and the eyes bright and eager, mouth resolute but not 
particularly well cut, and a substantial nose with the mobile 
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spreading nostrils of the dramatic orator, void, like all his fea· 
tures, of subtlety. 
The typist, Miss Proserpine Garnett, is a brisk little woman 
of about 30, of the lower middle class, neatly but cheaply 
dressed in a black merino skirt and a blouse, notably pert and 
quick of speech, and not very civil in her manner, but sensitive 
and affectionate. She is clattering away busily at her machine 
whilst Morel/ opens the last of his morning's letters. He realizes 
its contents with a comic groan of despair. 
PROSERPINE . Anot her lecture? 
MORELL . Yes. The Hoxton Freedom Group want me to 
address chem on Sunday morning [he lays great emphasis 011 
Sunday, this being the unreasonable part of the business]. 
What are they? 
PROSERPINE . Communist Anarchists, I think . 
MORELL. Just like Anarchists not to know that they cant 
have a parson on Sunday! Tell chem to come co church if 
they want to hear me: it will do them good . Say I can come 
on Mondays and Thursdays only. Hav e you the diary there? 
PROSERPINE [tak_ing up the diary] Yes. 
MORELL. Have I any lectur e on for next Monday? 
PROSERPINE [rejem'ng to the diary] Tower Hamlets Rad-
ical Club . 
MORELL. Well, Thursday then? 
PROSERPINE . English Land Restoration League . 
MORELL. What next? 
PROSERPINE. Guild of St Matthew on Monday. Inde-
pendent Labor Party, Greenwich Branch, on Thursda y . 
Monday, Social-Democratic Federation, Mile End Branch. 
Thursd ay, first Confirmation class. [Impatiently] Oh, I'd 
bett er tell them you cant come. Theyre only half a dozen 
ignorant and conceited costermoogers without five shillings 
between them . 
MORELL [amused] Ah ; but you see theyre near relatives 
of mine. 
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PROSERPINE [staring at him] Relativ es of yours! 
MORELL. Yes: we have the same father-in Heaven. 
PROSERPINE [relieved] Oh, is that all? 
9 
MORELL [with a sadness which is a luxury to a man whose 
voice expresses it so finely] Ah, you dont believe it. Every-
body says it: nobody believes it: nobody. [Briskly, getting 
back to business] Well, well! Come, Miss Proserpine: cant 
you find a date for the costers? what about the 25th? That 
was vacant the day before yesterday . 
PROSERPINE [referring to diary] Engaged. The Fabian 
Society . 
MORELL. Bother the Fabian Society! Is the 28th gone 
too? 
PROSERPrNE. City dinner. Youre invited to dine with 
the Founders ' Company. 
MORELL. Thatll do: I'll go to the Hoxton Group of Free-
dom instead. [She enters the engagement in silence, with im-
placable disparagement of the HoxtOn Anarchists in every line 
of her face. Morell bursts open the cover of a copy of The 
Church Reformer, which has come by post, and glances 
through Mr Stewart Headlam's leader and the Guild of St 
Matthe111 news. These proceedings are presently enlivened by 
the appearance of Morelfs curate, the Reverend Alexander 
Mill, a young gentleman gathered by Morell from the nearest 
University settlement, whither he had come from Oxford to 
give the east end of London the benefit of his university train-
ing. He is a conceitedly c,11ell intentioned, enthusiastic, imma-
ture novice, with nothing positively unbearable about him 
except a habit of speakjng with his lips carefully closed a full 
half inch from each corner for the sake of a finicking articula-
tion and a set of university vowels, this being his chief means so 
far of bringing his Oxford refinement (as he calls his habits) 
to bear on Hackney vulgarity. Morell, whom he has 111011 over 
by a doglike devotion, looks up indulgently from The Church 
Reformer, and remarks] Well, Lexy? Late again, as usual! 
LEXY. I'm afraid so. I wish I could get up in the morning . 
! ' 
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MORELL [exulting in his orvn energy] Ha! ha! [Whimsically] 
Watch and pray, Lexy: watch and pray. 
LEXY. I know. [Rising rvittily to the occasion} But how 
can I watch and pray when 1 am asleep? Isnt that so, Miss 
Prossy? [Hemakesforthe warmth of the.fire]. 
PROSERPINE (sharplyj Miss Garnett, if you please. 
LEXY. I beg your pardon. Miss Garnett. 
PROSERPINE. Youve got to do all the work today. 
LEXY [on the hearth] Why? 
PROSERPINE. Never mind why. It will do you good to 
earn your supper before you eat it, for once in a way, as 
I do. Come! dont dawdle. You should have been off on your 
rounds half an hour ago. 
LEXY [perplexed] Is she in earnest, Morell? 
MORELL [in the highest spints: his eyes dancing] Yes. I am 
going to dawdle today. 
LEXY. You! You dont know how. 
MORELL [nnng] Hal ha! Don't I? I'm going to have this 
morning all to myself. My wife's coming back: she's due 
here at r 1.45. 
LEXY [surprised] Coming back already! with the children? 
I thought they were to stay to the end of the month. 
MORELL. So they are: she's only coming up for two days, 
to get some flannel things for Jimmy, and to see how we're 
getting on without her. 
LEXY [anxiouso/] But, my dear Morell, if what Jimmy and 
Fluffy had was scarlatina, do you think it wise-
MORELL. Scarlatina! Rubbish! it was German measles. I 
brought it into the house myself from the Pycroft Street 
school. A parson is like a doctor, my boy: he must face in-
fection as a soldier must face bullets. (He claps Lexy man· 
fully on the shoulders]. Catch the measles if you can, Lexy: 
she'll nurse you; and what a piece of luck tbat will be for 
youl Eh? 
LEXY [smiling unea.sio/] It's so hard to understand you 
about Mrs Morell-
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MORELL [tender91] Ah, my boy, get married: get married 
to a good woman; and d1en youll undefStand. Thats a fore-
taste of whaL will be best in the Kingdom of Heaven we are 
trying to establish on earth. That will cure you of dawdling. 
An honest man feels diat he must pay Heaven for every 
hour of happiness with a good spell of hard unselfish work 
to make others happy. We have no more right to consume 
happiness without producing it dian to consume wealth 
without producing it. Get a wife like my Candida; and 
you!l always be in arrear widi your repayment. [He pats 
Lexy affectionately and moves to leave the room]. 
LEXY. Oh, wait a bit: I forgot. [Morell halts and turns with 
the doar knob in his hand]. Your father-in-law is coming 
round to see you . 
Morell, surprised and not pleased, shuts the doar again, with 
a complete change of manner. 
MORELL. Mr Burgess? 
LEXY. Yes. I passed him in the park, arguing with some-
body. He asked me to let you know diat he was coming. 
MORELL [half incredulous] But he hasnt called here for 
diree years. Are you sure, Lexy? Youre not joking, are you? 
LEXY [earnestly] No sir, really. 
MORELL [thoughtfully] Hm! Time for him to take another 
look at Candida before she grows out of his knowledge. 
[He resigns himself to the inevitable, and goes out]. 
Lexy looks after him with beaming worship. Miss Garnett, 
not being able to shake Lexy, relieves her feelings by worrying 
the typewriter. 
LEXY. What a good man! What a diorough loving sou! 
he isl [He takes Morelf s place at the table, making himself 
very comfortable as he takes out a cigaret]. 
PROSERPINE [impatiently, pulling the letter she has been 
warkfng at off the typewriter and folding it] Oh, a man ought 
to be able to be food of his wife without making a fool of 
himself about her. 
LEXY [shocked] Oh, Miss Prossy! 
,.,. 
? 
... 
12 CA NDIDA 
PROSERPINE [matching at the stationery case for an envelope, 
in which she encloses the letter as she speaks] Candida here, and 
Candida there, and Candida everywhere! [She licks the en-
velope]. It's enough to drive anyone out of their senses 
[thumping the envelope to make it stick] to hear a woman 
raved about in that absurd manner merely because she's 
got good hair and a tolerable figure. 
LEXY [with reproachful gravity] I think her extremely 
beautiful, Miss Garnett. [He takes the photograph up; look! 
at it; and adds, with even greater impressiveness] ext remely 
beautiful. How fine her eyes are I 
PROSERPINE . Her eyes are not a bit better than mine: 
now! [He puts down the photograph and stares austerely at 
her]. And you know very well you think me dowdy and 
second rate enough. 
LEXY [rising majestically] Heaven forbid that I should 
think of any of God's creatures in such a way! [He moves 
stiffly away from her across the room to the neighborhood of 
the bookcase]. 
PROSERPINE [sarcastically] Thank you. Thats very nice 
and comforting. 
LEXY [saddened by her depravity] I had no idea you had any 
feeling against Mrs Morell. 
PROSERPINE [indignantly] I have no feeling against her. 
She's very nice, very good-hearted: I'm very fond of her, 
and can appreciate her real qualities far better than any 
man can. [He shakes his head sadly. She rises and comes at 
lu'm with intense pepperiness]. You dont believe me? You 
think I'm jealous? Oh, what a knowledge of the human 
heart you have, Mr Lexy Milli How well you know the 
weaknesses of Woman, dont you? It must be so nice to 
be a man and have a fine penetrating intellect instead of 
mere emotions like us, and to know that the reason we dont 
share your amorous delusions is that we're all jealous of one 
anothe r! [She abandons him with a toss of her shoulders, and 
crosses to the fire to warm her hands]. 
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LEXY. Ah, if you women only had the same clue to Man's 1 
strength that you have to his weakness, Miss Prossy, there 
would be no Woman Question. 
PROSERPINE [over her shoulder, as she stoops, holding her 
hands to tlu: blaze] Where did you hear Morell say that? 
You didnt invent it yourself : youre not clever enough. 
LEXY . Thats quite true. I am not ashamed of owing him 
that, as I owe him so many other spiritual truths. He said 
it at the annual conference of the Women's Liberal Feder-
ation. Allow me to add that though they didnc appreciate 
it, I, a mere man, did. [He turns to the bookcase again, hoping 
that this may leave her crushed]. 
PROSERPINE [putting her hair straight at a panel of mirror in 
the mantelpiece] Well, when you talk to me, give me your 
own ideas, such as they are, and not his. You never cut a 
poorer figure than when you are trying to imitate him. 
LEXY [stung] I try to follow his example, not to imitate 
him. 
PROSERPINE [coming at him again on her way back to her 
work] Yes, you do: you imitate him. Why do you tuck your 
umbrella under your left arm instead of carrying it in your 
hand like anyone else? Why do you walk with your chin 
stuck out before you, hurrying along with that eager look 
in your eyes? you! who never get up before half past nine 
in the morning. Why do you say "knoaledge" in church, 
though you always say "knolledge" in private conversation! 
Bah I do you think I dont know? [She goes back to the type-
writer]. Here! come and set about your work : weve wasted 
enough time for one morning. Here 's a copy of the diary 
for today. [Size hands him a memorandum]. 
LEXY [deeply offended] Thank you. [He takes it and stands 
at the table with his back to her, reading it. She begins to 
transcribe her shorthand notes on the typervriter without 
troubling herself about his feelings]. 
The door opens; and Mr Burgess enters unannounced. He 
is a man of sixty, made coarse and sordid by the compulsory 
,. ~ . f. 
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selfishness of petty commuce, and later on softened into slug· 
gish bumptiousness by overfeeding and commercial success. 
A vulgar ignorant guzzling man, offensive and contemptuous 
to people whose labor is cheap, respectful to wealth and rank, 
and qu1ie sincere and without rancor or envy in both auitudes. 
The world has offered him no decently paid work except that 
of a sweater; and he has become, in consequence, somewhat 
hoggish. But he has no suspicion of this himself, and honestly 
regards his commercial prosperity as the inevitable and socially 
wholesome triumph of the ability, industry, shrewdness, and 
experience in business of a man who in private is easygoing, 
affectionate, and humorously convivial to a fault. Corporeally 
he is podgy, with a snowish nose in the centre of a flat square 
face, a dust colored beard with a patch of grey in the centre 
under his chin, and small watery blue eyes with a plaintively 
sentimental expression, which he transfers easily to his voice 
by his habit of pompously intoning his sentences. 
BURGESS (stopping on the threshold, and look,/ng round] 
They told me Mr Morell was here. 
PROSERPINE [rising] I'll fetch him for you. 
BURGESS (staring disappointedly at her] Youre not the same 
young lady as hused to typewrite for him? 
PROSERPINE. No. 
BURGESS [grumbling on his way to the hearth-rug] No: she 
was young-er. [Miss Garnett stares at him; then goes out, 
slamming the doorl Startin on your rounds, Mr MiU? 
LEXY [folding his memorandum and pocketing it] Yes; I must 
be off presently. 
BURGESS [momentously] Dont let me detain you, Mr Mill. 
What I come about is private between me and Mr Morell. 
LEXY [huffily] I have no intention of intruding, I am sure, 
Mr Burgess. Good morning. 
BURGESS [patronizingly] Oh, good morning to you. 
Morell returns as Lexy is mak/ng for the door. 
MORELL [to Lexy] Off to work? 
LEXY. Yes, sir. 
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MORELL. Take my silk handkerchief and wrap your throat 
up. Theres a cold wind. Away with you. 
Le.ry, more than consokd for Burgess's rudeness, brightens up 
and goes out. 
BURGESS. Spoilin your karates as usu'!, James. Good 
mornin. When I pay a man, an' 'is livin depens on me, I keep 
him in 'is place. 
MORELL [rather shortly] I always keep my curates in their 
places as my helpers and comrades. If you get as much work 
out of your clerks and warehousemen as I do out of my 
curates, you must be getting rich pretty fast. Will you take 
your old chair? 
He points with curt authority to the armchair beside the fire· 
place; then takes the spare chair from the table and sits down 
at an unfamiliar distance from his visitor. 
BURGESS [without moving] Just the same as hever, James! 
MORELL. When you last called-it was about three years 
ago, l think-you said the same thing a little more frankly. 
Your exact words then were "Just as big a fool as ever, 
James I" 
BURGESS [soothingly] Well, praps I did; but [with concilia-
tory cheeifulness] I meant no hoffence by it. A clorgyman is 
privileged to be a bit of a fool, you know: it's ony becomin 
in 'is profession that he should. Anyhow, l come here, not 
to rake up hold differences, but to let bygones be bygones. 
[Suddenly becoming very solemn, and approaching Morel{J 
James: three years ago, you done me a hil turn. You done me 
hour of a contrac; an when 1 gev you arsh words in my nat· 
ral disappointment, you turned my daughrter again me. 
Well, Ive come to hact the part of a Kerischin. [O.lfenng his 
hand] l forgive you, James. 
MORELL [starting up] Confound your impudence I 
BURG ESS [retreating, with almost lachrymose deprecation of 
his treatment] Is that becomin language for a clergyman, 
James? And you so particlar, too! 
MORELL [hotly] No, sir: it is not becoming language for a 
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clergyman. I used the wrong word. I should have said damn 
your impudence: thats what St Paul or any honest priest 
would have said to you. Do you think I have forgotten that 
tender of you.rs for the contract to supply clothing to the 
workhouse? 
BURGESS [in a paroxysm of public spirit] I hacted in the 
hinrerest of tl1e ratepayers, James. It was the lowest tender: 
you carnt deny that. 
MORELL. Yes, the lowest, because you paid worse wages 
than any other employer--starvation wages--aye, worse 
than starvation wages--to the women who made the cloth-
ing. Your wages would have driven them to the streets to 
keep body and soul together. [Getting angrier and angrier] 
Those women were my parishioners. I shamed the Guardians 
out of accepting your tender: I shamed the ratepayers out of 
letting them do it : I shamed everybody but you. [Boiling 
over] How dare you, sir, come here and offer to forgive me, 
and talk about your daughter, and-
BURCESS. Heasy, James! heasyl heasy! Dour git hinto a 
Buster about nothink. Ive howned I was wrong. 
MORELL . Have you? I didnt hear you. • 
BURGESS. Of ~ourse I did. I hown it now. Come: I harsk 
your pardon for the letter I wrote you. Is that enough? 
MORELL [snapping his fingers] Thats nothing. Have you 
raised the wages? 
BURGESS [triumpha11t/y] Yes. 
MORELL. What! 
BURGESS [unctuous/)~ Ive turned a meddle hemployer. I 
dont hemploy no women now: theyre all sacked; and the 
work is done by machinery . Not a man 'as less than six-
pence a hour; and the skilled ands gits ilie Trade Union rate. 
[Proudry] What ave )' OU to say to me now? 
MORELL [overwhelmed] Is it possible! Well, theres more joy 
in heaven over one sinner that repenteth 1-( Going to Burgess 
with an explosion of apologetic cordiality] My dear Burgess: 
how splendid of you I I most heartily beg your pardon for 
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my hard thoughts. [Grasping his ham/] And now, dont you 
feel the better for rhe change? Come! confess! youre happier. 
You look happier. 
BuRGEss [ruefulry] Well, praps I do. I spose I must, since 
you notice it. At all events, I git my contrax asscpted by the 
County Council. [Savagery] They dussent ave nothink to do 
with me unless I paid fair wages: curse em for a parcel o 
meddlin fools I 
MORELL [dropping his hand, utJerly discouraged! So that was 
,yhy you raised the wages! [He sits down moodi~v]. 
BURGESS [severely, in spreading, mounting tones] Woy helse 
should I do it? What does it lead to but drink and buppish-
ness in workin men? [He seats himself magisterially in the easy 
t;hair]. It's hall very well for you, James: it gilS you hinto the 
papers and makes a great man of you; but you never think 
of the arm you do, puttin money into the pockets of workin 
men that they dunno ow to spend, and takin it from people 
that mighr be makin a good husc on it. 
MORELL (with a heavy sigh, speakjng with cold politeness] 
What is your business with me this morning? I shall not pre· 
tend to believe that you are here merely out of family 
sentiment. 
BURGESS (obstinatery] Yes I ham: just family sentiment and 
oothink helse. 
MORELL [with uJeary calm] I dont believe you. 
BURGESS [rising threateningly] Dont say that to me again, 
James Mavor Morell. 
MORELL [unmoved] I'll say it just as often as may be neces· 
sary to convince you that it's true. I dont believe you. 
BURGESS [collapsing into an abyss of wounded feeling] Oh, 
well, if youre determined to be bunfriendly, I spose I'd 
better go. [Hemovesrr:iuctqntlytoruards the door. Morell makes 
no sign. He lingers]. I didn't hexpcct to find a hunforgivin 
spirit in you, James. [Morell still not responding, he takes aftw 
more reluctant st.eps doorwards. Then he comes back, whining]. 
We huseter git on well enough, spite of our different hopin· 
' · 2 e 
18 CANDIDA 
ions. Woy are you so changed lo me? I give you my word 
I come here in peeorr [pure] frenliness, not wishin to be hon 
bad terms with my hown daughrter's usban. Come, James: 
be a Kerischin, and shake ands. [He puts his hand sentimen-
tally on More/l's shoulder.] 
MORELL (loo,king up at him thouglefully] Look here, Bur-
gess. Do you want to be as wdcome here as you were before 
you lost that contract? 
BURGESS. I do, James. I do-honest. 
MORELL. Then why dont you hl"have as you did then? 
BURGESS [cautiously removing his hand] Ow d'y'mean? 
MORELL. I'll tell you. You thought me a young fool then. 
BURGESS [coaxingly} No I didnt, James. I-
MORELL [cutting him short} Yes, you did. And I thought you 
an old scoundrel. 
BURGESS [mo.rt vehemently deprecating this gross se!f·accusa· 
tion an More/I's part} No you didnt, James. Now you do 
yourself a binjustice. 
MORELL. Yes I did. Well, that did not prevent our getting 
on very well together. God made you what I call a scoundrel 
as He made me what you call a fool. [The trjfect of tl1is observa-
tion 011 Burgess is to remove the keystone of his moral arch. He 
becomes bodily weak, and, wiJh his eyes fixed on Morell in a 
helpless stare, puts out his hand apprehensively to balance him· 
self, as if the floor had suddenly sloped unt.kr him. Morell 
.Jlroceeds, in the same tone of quiet conviction] It was not for me 
to quarrel with His handiwork in the one case more than in 
the other. So long as you come here honestly as a self-re-
specting, thorough, convinced scoundrel, j usrifying your 
scoundrelism and proud of it, you are welcome. But [and 
now More/I's tone becomes f ormidabk; and he rises and strikes 
the back of the chair for greater emphasis} I wont have you here 
snivelling about being a model employer and a converted 
man when youre only an apostate with your coat turned for 
the sake of a County Council contract. [Ile nods at him lo 
enforce the point; then goes to the hearth-rug, where he takes up 
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a comfortably commanding position with his back to tk fire, 
and continues} No: I like a man to be true to himself, even 
in wickedness. Come now: either take your hat and go; or 
else sit down and give me a good scoundrelly reason for 
wanting to be friends with me. (Burgess, whose emotions haue 
subsided sujficieTitly to be expressed by a dazed grin, is relieved 
by this concrete proposuion. He ponders it for a moment, and 
then, slowly and very modeitly, ms dotvn in tk chair Morell 
has just /qi]. Thats right. Now out wilh it. 
BURGESS [chuck!ing in spite of himself] Well, you orr a 
queer bird, James, and no mistake. But [almost enlhu.riasti-
callyJ one came elp likin you: besides, as I said afore, of 
course one dont take hall a clorgyman says seriously, or the 
world couldnt go on. Could it now? [He composes himself or 
graver discourse, and, turning his eyes on Morell, proceeds with 
dull seriousness] Well, I dont mind tellin you, since it's your 
wish we should be free with one another, that I did think 
you a bit of a fool once; but I'm beginnin to think that praps 
I was be'ind the times a bit. 
MORELL [exultant] Aha! Youre finding that out at last, are 
you? 
BURGESS [portrotously] Yes: times 'as changed mor'n I 
could a believed. Five yorr [year] ago, no sensible man 
would a thought o takin hup with your hidears. I bused to 
wonder you was let preach at all. Why, I know a clorgyman 
what 'as bin kep bout of his job for yorrs by the Bishop o 
London, although the pore felle-r's not a bit more religious 
than you are. Bul today, if hennyone was to horJfer to bet 
me a thousan poun that youlJ bend by beio a bishop your-
self, I dussent take the bet. Wery impressively] You and your 
crew arc gittin hinfluential: I can see that. TheyU ave to give 
you someth1nk someday, if it's honly to stop your mouth, 
You ad the right instinc arter all, James: the line you took 
is the payin line in the long run for a man o your sort. 
MORELL (offering his hand with thorough decision] Shake 
hands, Burgess. Now youre talking honestly. l dont think 
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theyll make me a bishop; but if they do, I'll introduce you 
to the biggest jobbers I can get to come to my dinner parties. 
BURGESS [who has risen with a shee-pfrh grin and accep14d 
the hand of friendship] You will ave your joke, James. Our 
quarrel's made up now, ain it? 
A woMAN's vorcl!. Say yes, James. 
Startled, tlu:y tum quickly and find that Candida has just 
come in, and is /ookfng at them with an amused mruernal in-
dulgence which is her characteristic expression. She is a woman 
of 33. well built, well nourished, likely, one guesses, to become 
matronly la~ on, but now quite at her best, with the double 
charm of youth and motherhood. Her ways are those of a woman 
who has found that she can always manage people by engaging 
their affection, and who does so frankly and instinctively ruithout 
the smallest scruple. So far, she is like any other pretty woman 
who is just clever enough to make the most of her sexual attrac-
tions for trivially selfish ends; but Candida's sereM brow, 
courageous eyes, and well set mouth and chin signify largeness 
of mind and dignity of character to ennoble her cunning in the 
affections. A wise-hearted observer, loolefng at her, would at 
once guess that whoever 'had placed the Virgin of the Assump· 
tion over her hearth did so because he fancied some spiritual 
resemblance betrueen them, and yet would not suspect either her 
husband or herself of any such idea, or indeed of any concern 
with the art of Titian. 
Just now she is in bonnet and mantle, carrying a strapped rug 
... with her umbrella stuck through it, a hand-bag, and a supply of 
illustrated papers. 
MORELL [shocked at his remissness] Candida! Why-[he 
looks at his watch, and is horrified to find it so late]. My dar-
ling! [Hurrying to her and seizing the rug strap, pouring forth 
his remorseful regrets all the time] I intended to meet you at 
the train. I let the time slip. f Flinging the rug on the sofa] I 
was so engrossed by-{returning to her]-I forgot-oh I [He 
embraces her with penitent emotion]. 
BURCESS [a little shamej<lced and doubiful of his reception) 
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How orr you, Candy? [She, still in More/l's arms, offers him 
her cheek, which he l(isses]. James and me is come to an unncr· 
stannin. A honorable unnerstannin . Ain we, James? 
MORELL [impetuously] Oh bother your under standing! 
youve kept me late for Candida. [With compassionau: fervor] 
My poor love: how did you manage about the luggage? 
How-
CANDIDA [stopping him and disengaging herse!/] There! 
there! there! I wasnt alone . Eugene has been down with us; 
and we travelled together. 
MORELL [pleased] Eugene! 
CANDIDA . Yes: he's struggling with my luggage, poor boy. 
Go out, dear, at once; or he'll pay for the cab; and I dont 
want that [Morell hurries out. Candida puts down her hand-
bag; then takes off her mantle and bonnet and puts them on the 
sofa with the rug, chatting meanwhile]. Well, papa: how are 
you gett ing on at home? 
BURGESS . The ouse aint worth livin in since you Left it, 
Candy . I wish youd come round and give the gurl a talk.in 
to. Who's this Eugene thats come with you? 
CANDIDA. Oh, Eugene's one of James's discoveries. He 
found him sleeping on the Embankment last June. Havnt 
you noticed our new picture [pointing to the Virgin]? He gave 
us that. 
BURGESS [incredulously] Garn! D'you mean to tell me--
your hown father!-that cab touts or such Like, orf the Em-
bankment, buys pictures like that? [Severely] Dont deceive 
me, Candy: it 's a 'lgh Church picture; and James chose it 
hisself. 
CANDIDA . Guess again. Eugene isnt a cab tout. 
BURGESS. Then what is he? [Sarcastically] A nobleman, I 
spose. 
CANDIDA [nodding delightedly] Yes. His uncle's a peer! A 
real Live earl. 
BURGESS [not daring to believe such good news] No! 
CANDTDA. Yes. He had a seven day bill for £55 in his 
- .!'.. 
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pocket when James found him on the Embankment. He 
thought he couldnt get any money for it until the seven 
days were up; and he was too shy to ask for credit. Oh, he's 
a dear boy! We are very fond of him. 
BURGESS [pretending to belittk the aristocracy, but with his 
eyes gleaming] Mm! I thort you wouldnt git a head 's nevvy 
visitin in Victawriar Pawrk unless he were a bit of a flat 
[Looking again at the picture] Of course I dont old with that 
picture, Candy; but still it's a 'igh class fust rate work of or t: 
I can see that . Be sure you hintrodooce me ro im, Candy. 
[He looks at his watch anxiously]. I can ony stay about two 
minutes. 
Morell comes back with Eugene, whom Burgess contemplates 
moist-eyed with enthusiasm. He is a strange, shy youth of 
eighteen, slight, effeminate, w,ih a delicate childish voice, and a 
hunted tormented expression and shn'nking manner that shew 
the painful sensitiveness of very swift and acute apprehensivenm 
in youth, before the character has grown to its full strength. 
Miserably irresolute, he does not k(iow where to stand or what 
to do. He is afraid of Burgess, and 1uould run atvay into soli-
tude if he dared; but the very intensity with which he feels a 
perfectly commonplace position comes from excessive nervous 
force; and his nostrils, mouth, and eyes betray a fiercely petulant 
wilfulness, as to the bent of which his brow, already lined with 
pity, is reassuring. He is so uncommon as to be almost un-
earthly; and to prosaic people there is something noxious in this 
uneartltliness, just as to poetic people there is something angelic 
in it. His dress is anarchic. He wears an old blue serge jacket, 
unbuttoned, over a 1uoolen lawn tennis shirt, with a silk hand-
kerchief or a cravat, trousers matching the jacket, and brown 
canvas shoes. In these garments he has apparently lain in the 
heather and waded through the waters; and there is no evidence 
of his having ever brushed them. 
As he catches sight of a stranger on ent.cnng, he stops, and 
edges along the tua/1 on the opposite side of the room. 
MORELL [as he enters] Come along : you can spare us quarter 
.. 
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of an hour at all events. This is my fai:her-in-law. Mr Burgess 
-Mr Marchbanks. 
~RCHBANK~ (nervously backing agaitut tk bookcase] Glad 
to meet you, sir. 
BURGESS [crossing to him with great heartiness, whilst Morell 
joins Candida at the fire] Glad to meet you, I'm shore, Mr 
Morchbanks. [Forcing him to shake hands] Ow do you find 
yoreself this weai:her? Ope you aint lettin James put no 
foolish ideas into your ed? 
MAR~~ - Foolish ideas? Oh, you mean Socialism? 
No. 
BURGESS. Thats right. [Again looking at his watch] Well, 
I must go now: theres no elp for it. Yore not comin my way, 
orr you, Mr Morchbanks? 
MARCHBANKS. Which way is that? 
BURGESS . Victawriar Pawrk Station. Theres a city train 
at 12.25. 
MORELL. Nonsense. Eugene will stay to lunch with us, I 
expect. 
MARCHBA fil<S [anxiously excusing himself] No-I- I-
BURGESS. Well, well, I shornt press you: I _bet youd rather 
lunch with Candy. Some night, I ope, youll come and dine 
with me at my club, the Fr eeman Founders in Nono Folgit. 
Come: say you will! 
MARCH~. Thank you, Mr Burges.5. Where is Norto n 
Folgate? Down in Surrey, isnt it? 
Burgess, inexpressibly tickJed, begins to splutter with laughter. 
CANDIDA [comfr1g to the rescue] Y oull lose your train, papa, 
if you dont go at once. Come back in the afternoon and tell 
Mr Marchbanks where to find the club. 
BURGESS [roarzng w1ih glee] Down in Surrey! Har, harl 
thats not a bad one. Well, I never met a man as didnt know 
Nortn Folgit afore. [Abashed at his own noisiness] Goodbye, 
Mr Morchbanks: I know yore too 'ighbred to take my 
pleasantry in bad part. [He again offers his hand]. 
MA.RCf!!!ANKS [taking it with a nervous jerk] Not at all . 
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BURGESS. Bye, bye, Candy. I'll look in again later on. So 
Jong, James. 
MORELL. Must you go? 
BURGl!ss. Dont stir. (He goes out with unabated heart-
iness]. 
MORELL. Oh, I'll see you off. (He follows him]. 
Eugene stares after tlzem apprehensively, holding his brealh 
until Burgess disappears. 
CANDIDA (laughing] Well, Eugene? (He turns with a start, 
and comes eagerly towards her, but stops irresolutely as he meets 
her amused look]. What do you think of my father? 
MARCHBANKS. I-I hardly know him yet . He seems to be 
a very nice old gentleman . 
CANDJDA (with gentle irony] And youll go to the Freeman 
Founders to dine with him, wont you? 
MARCHBANKS (miserably, taking it quite seriously] Yes, if it 
will please you. 
CANDIDA [touched) Do you know, you are a very nice boy 
Eugene, with all your queerness. If you had laughed at my 
father I shouldnt have minded; but I like you ever so much 
better for being nice to him. 
MARCHBANKS. Ought I to have laughed? I noticed that 
he said something funny; but I am so ill at ease with stran-
gers; and I never can see a joke. I'm very sorry . [He sits down 
on the sofa, hi,; elbows on his kfiees and his temples between his 
fists, with an expression of hopeless suffi-.,ing]. 
CANDIDA [bustling him goodnaturedly] Oh come! You great 
baby, you ! You are worse than usual this morning. Why 
were you so melancholy as we came along in the cab? 
MARCHBANKS. Oh, that was nothing. I was wondering how 
much I ought to give the cabman . I know it's utterly silly; 
but you dont know how dreadful such things are to me-
how I shrink from having to deal with strange people 
[Quickry and reassuringly] But it 's ·a11 right. He beamed all 
over and touched his hat when Morell gave him two shil-
lings. I was on the point of offering him ten. 
CANDIDA 25 
Morell comu back with a few letters and newspapers which 
have come by the midday pou. 
CANDrDA. Oh, James dear, he was going to give the cab-
man tea shillings! ten shillings for a three minutes drive! 
Oh dear! 
MORELL [at the table, glancing through the /e1ters] Never 
mind her, Marchbanks. The overpaying instinct is a gen-
erous one: better than the underpaying instinct, and not so 
common. 
MARCHBANKS [relapsing into dejection] No: cowardice, in-
~ompctence. Mrs Morell's quite right. 
CANDIDA. Of course she is. [She takes up her hand-bag]. And 
now I must leave you to James for the present. I suppose 
:i-ou are too much of a poet to know the state a woman finds 
her house in when she's been away for three weeks. Give 
me my rug. [Eugene takes the strapped rug from the couch, 
and gives 1i to her. She takes it in her left hand, having the bag 
in her right]. Now hang my cloak across my arm. [He obeys]. 
Now my hat. [He puts it into the hand which has the bag}. 
Now open the door for me. [He hurries before her and opens 
the door]. Thanks. [She goes out; and Marchbanks shuts the 
door]. 
MORELL [still hwy at the table] Youll stay to lunch, March-
banks, of course. 
MARCHBANKS [scared] I mustnt. [He glances quickjy at 
Morell, but at once avoids his frank loofv and adds, with 
obvious disingenuousness] I mean I e:int. 
MORELL. You mean you wont. 
M:\RCHBAIIKS [earnestly] No: I should like to, indeed. 
Thank you very much. But-but-
MOMLL. But-but-but-but-Boshl If youd like to 
stay, stay. If youre shy, go and take a tum in the park and 
write poetry until half past one; and then come in and have 
a good feed. 
MARCHBANKS. Thank you, I should like that very much. 
But I really mustnr. The truth is, Mrs Morell told me not to. 
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She said she didnt think youd ask me to stay to lunch, but 
that I was to remember, if you did, that you didnt rea!Jy 
want me to. [Plaintiuelyj She said I'd understand; but I dont. 
Please donr tell her I told you. 
MORELL (drolly] Oh, is that all? Wont my suggestion that 
you should take a turn in the park meet the difficulty? 
MARCHBANKS. How? 
MORELL [exploding good·humoredly] Why, you duffer-
{But this boisterousness jars himself as well as Eugene. He 
checks himself). No: I wont put it in that way. [He co,ms to 
Eugene wzth affectionate senousness]. My dear lad: in a happy 
marriage like ours, there is something very sacred in the 
return of the wife to her home. [Marchbanks looks quickly 
at him, half a111icipating his meaning]. An old friend or a truly 
noble and sympathetic soul is not in rhe way on such occa· 
sions; bw a chance visitor is. [The hunted horror-stricken 
expression comer out with sudden vividness in Eugene's face as 
he understands. Morell, occupied will, his own thoughts, goes 
on withottt noticing thisj. Candida thought I would rather 
not have you here; but she was wrong. I'm very fond of you. 
my boy; and I should like you to see for yourself what a 
happy thing it is to be married as I am. 
MARCHBANKS. Happy! Your marriagel You think that! 
You believe that I 
MORELL [buoyantly] I know it, my lad. Larochefoucauld 
said that there are convenient marriages but no delightful 
·- ones. You dont know the comfort of seeing through and 
Lhrough a thundering liar and rotten cynic like that fellow. 
Hal ha! Now, off with you to the park, and write your poem. 
Half past one, sharp, mind: we never wait for anybody. 
MARCHBANKS [wildly] No: stop: you shant. I'll force it 
into the Light. 
MORELL [puzzled] Eb? Force what? 
MARCHBA~s. I must speak to you. There is something 
that must be settled between us. 
MORELL [with a whimsical glance at his tuatch] Now? 
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MARCHBANKS [passionately] Now. Before you leave this 
room. [He retreats a few steps, and stands as if to bar Morelfs 
way to the door]. 
MORELL [witho14t moving, and gravely, perceiving 110w that 
there is something serio1u the matter] I'm not going to leave it 
my dear boy: I thought you were. [Eugene, bajfled by his.firm 
tone, tums his back on him, writhing with anger. Morell goes 
to him and puts his hand on his shoulder strongly and kindly, 
.disregarding his attempt to shake it off]. Come: sit down 
quietly; and tell me what it is. And remember : we are 
friends,and need not fear that either of us will be anything but 
patient and kind to the other, whatever we may have to say. 
MARCHBANK S [twisting himself round on him] Oh, lam not 
forgetting myself: I am only [covering his face desperately 
with his handsj full of horror. [Then, dropping lzis hands, and 
thrusting his face forward fiercely at Morell, he goes on threaten· 
i11gly] You shall see whether this is a time for patience and 
kindness. [Morell, firm as a rod<, looks i11dulgently at him]. 
Dont look at me in that self-complacent way. You think 
yourself st ronger than I am; but I shall stagger you if you 
have a heart in your breast. 
MORELL [poweifully confidmt] Stagger me, my boy. Out 
with it. 
MARCHBANKS. First-
MORELL. First? 
MARCHBANKS. I love your wife. 
Morell recoils, and, after staring at him for a moment in 
utter amazement, bursts into uncontrollable laughter. Eugene 
is taken aback, but not disconcerted; and he soon becomes in-
dignant and contemptuous. 
MORELL [sitting down to have his laugh out] Why, my dear 
child, of course you do. Everybody loves her: they cant help 
iL. I like it. But (looking up jocosely at him] I say, Eugene: 
do you think yours is a case to be talked about? Youre under 
twenty: she's over thirty. Doesnt it look rather too like a 
case of calf lover 
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MARCHBANKS [velzemmtly] You dare say tha t of.her! You 
think chat way of the Jove she inspires! I t is an insult to her! 
MORELL [rising quickfy, in an altered tone] To her! E ugene: 
take care. I have been patient. I hope to remain patient. 
But there are some th ings I wont allow. Dont force me to 
shew you the indulgence I should shew to a child. Be a man . 
MARCHBANKS [with a gesture as if sweeping something behind 
him] Oh, let us put aside all that cant. It horrifies me when 
I think of the doses of it she has had to endure in all the 
weary years during which you have selfishly and blindly 
sacrificed her to minister co your self-sufficiency: you ! 
[turning on him] who have not one thought-one sense-in 
common with her. 
MORELL [philosophically] She seems to bear it pretty well. 
(Looking him straight in the face] Eugene, my boy: you are 
making a fool of yourself: a very great fool of yourself. 
Theres a piece of wholesome plain speaking for you. [He 
knocks in the lesson with a nod in his old way, and posts himself 
on the hearthrug, holding his hands behind l1im to warm them]. 
MARCHBANKS. Oh, do you think I done know all that? 
Do you think that the things people make fools of themselves 
about are any less real and true than the things they behave 
sensibly about? [Morelfs gaze wavers for the first time. He 
forgets to t11arm his hands, and stands listening, startled and 
thoughtfulj. They are more true: they are the only things 
that are true . You are very calm and sensible and moderate 
with me because you can see that I am a fool about your 
wife; just as DO doubt that old man who was here just Dow 
is very wise over your Socialism, because he sees chat you are 
a fool about it. [More/ls perple.t:ity deepens markedly. Eugene 
follows up l1is advantage, plying him .fiercely with questions]. 
Does that prove you wrong? Does your complacent su· 
perioriry to me prove that J am wrong? 
MORELL. Marchbanks : some devil is putting these words 
into your mouth. le is easy-terribl y easy-to shake a man's 
faith in himself. To take advantage of that to break a man's 
L 
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spirit is deviJ's work. Take care of wbat you are doing. Take 
care. 
MARCHBANKS [ruthlessly] I know. I'm doing it on purpose. 
I told you I should stagger you . 
They confront one another threateningly for a moment. Then 
Morell recovers his dignity. 
MORELL [with noble temkmess] Eugene: listen to me. 
Some day, I hope and trust, you will be a happy man like 
me. [Eugene chafes intolerantly, repudiating the worth of his 
happiness. Morell, deeply insulted, controls himself with fine 
forbearance, and continues steadily with great artistic beauty of 
delivery] You will be married; and you 1vill be working with 
all your might and valor to make every spot on earth as 
happy as your own home. You will be one of the make rs of 
the Kingdom of Heaven on earth; and-who knows?-yo u 
may be a master builder where I am only a humbl e journey· 
man; for dont think, my boy, that I cannot see in you, 
young as you are, promise of higher powers than I can ever 
pretend to. I well know that it is in the poet that the holy 
spirit of man-the god within him-is most godlike. Tt 
should make you tremble to think of that-to think that 
the heavy burthen and great gift of a poet may be laid upon 
you. 
MARCHBANKS [unimpressed and remorseless, his boyish 
crudity of assertion telling sharply against Morell' s oratory) 
Ir does not make me tremble. It is the want of it in others 
that makes me tremble. 
MORELL [redoubling his for ce of style under the stimulus of 
his genuine feeling and Eugene's obdurary] Then help to 
kindle it in them-in me---not to extinguish it. In the fu. 
ture, when you are as happy as I am, I will be your true 
bro ther in the faith. I will help you to believe that God has 
given us a world that nothing but our own folly keeps from 
being a paradise. I will help you to believe that every stroke 
of your work is sowing happines s for the great harvest that 
all-eve n the humblest-shall one day reap. And last, but 
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trust me, not least, I will help you to believe that you r wife 
loves you and is happy in her home. We need such help, 
Marchbanks : we need it greatly and always. There are so 
many things to make us doubt, if once we let our under· 
standing be troubled. Even at home, we sit as if in camp, 
encompassed by a hostile army of doubts. Will you play 
the traitor and let them in on me? 
MARCHBANKS [lool{ing round wildly) Is ir like this for her 
here always? A woman , with a great soul, craving for re· 
ality, truth, freedom; and being fed on metaphors, sermons, 
stale perorations, mere rhetoric. Do you think a woman's 
soul can live on your talent for preaching? 
MORELL [stung] Marchbanks: you make it hard for me to 
control myself. My talent is like yours insofar as it has any 
real worth at all. It is the gift of finding words for divine 
truth. 
MARCHBANKS [impetuousry] It's the gift of the gab, noth-
ing more and nothing less. What has your knack of fine 
talking to do with the truth, any more than playing the 
organ has? Ive never been in your church; but Ive been to 
your political meetings; and Ive seen you do whats called 
rousing the meeting to enthusiasm: that is, you excited 
them until they behaved exactly as if they were drunk. 
And their wives looked on and saw what fools they were. 
Oh, it's an old story: youll find it in the Bible. I imagine 
King David, in his fits of enthusiasm , was very like you. 
[Stabbing him with the words] "But his wife despised him in 
her heart." 
MORELL [,vrathfally] Leave my house. Do you bear? [He 
advances on him threateningly]. 
MARCfl.BANK S [shrinkjng back against the couch] Let me 
alone. Dont touch me. [Morell grasps him powerfiilly by the 
lapel of his coat: he cowers down on the sofa and screams 
passionately] Stop, Morell: if you strike me, I'll kill myself: 
I wont bear it. [Almost in hysterics] Let me go. Take your 
hand away. 
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MORELL [with sww emphatic scorn] You little snivelling 
cowardly whelp. [He releases him]. Go, before you frighten 
yourself into a fit. 
MARCHB ANKS [ on the sofa, gasping, but relieved by the with-
drawal of More/l's ham{] I'm not afraid of you: it's you who 
are afraid of me. 
MORELL [quietly, as he stands over him] It looks like it 
doesnt it? 
MARCHBANKS [with petulant vehemence] Yes, it does. 
[Morell turns away contemptuously. Eugene scrambles to his 
feet and follows him]. You think because I shrink from being 
brutally handled-because [with tears in his voice] I can do 
nothing but cry with rage when I am met with violence-
because I cant lift a heavy trunk down from the top of a 
cab like you-because I cant fight you for your wife as a 
drunken navvy would: all that makes you think I'm afraid 
of you. But youre wrong. If I havnt got what you call 
British pluck, I havnt Brit ish cowardice either : I'm not 
afraid of a clergyman's ideas. I'll fight your ideas. I'll rescue 
her from her slavery to them. I'll pit my own ideas against 
them. You are driving me out of the house because you 
darenr let her choose between your ideas and mine. You are 
afraid to let me sec her again. [Morell, angered, turns suddenly 
on him. He flies to the door in involuntary dread]. Let me 
alone, I say. I'm going. 
MORELL [with cold scorn] Wait a moment: I am not going 
to touch you: dont be afraid. When my wife comes back she 
will want to know why you have gone. And when she finds 
that you are never going to cross our threshold again, she 
will want to have that explained Loo. Now I dont wish to 
distress her by telling her that you have behaved like a 
blackguard. 
MARCHBANKS [coming back with renewed vehemence] You 
shall. You must. If you give any explanation but the true 
one, you are a liar and a coward. Tel1 her what I said; and 
how you were strong and manly, and shook me as a terrier 
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shakes a rat; and how I shrank and was terrified; and how 
you called me a snivelling little whelp and put me out 
of the house. If you dont tell her, I will: I'll write it to 
her. 
MORELL [puzzled] Why do you want her to know this? 
MARCHBANKS [with lyric rapture] Because she will under-
stand me, and know that I understand her. If you keep 
back one word of it from her-if you are not ready to lay 
the truth at her feet as I am-then you will know to the 
end of your days that she really belongs to me and not to 
you. Goodbye. [Going]. 
MORELL [terribly disquieted] Stop: l will not tell her. 
MARCHBANKS (turning near the door] Either the truth or a 
lie you must tell. her, if I go. 
MORELL [temporizing] Marchbanks: it is sometimes justi-
fiable-
MARCHBANKS (cutting him short] I know: to lie. It will be 
useless. Goodbye, Mr Clergyman. 
As he turns to the door, it opt:ns and Candida enters in her 
lwusekeeping dress. 
CANDIDA. Are you going, Eugene? [Lookz'ng more ob-
servantly at him] Well, dear me, just look at you, going out 
into the street in that state! You are a poet, certainly. Look 
at him, James! [She takes him by the coat, and brings liim for-
ward, shewing him to Morel~. Look at his collar! look at his 
tie! look at his hair ! One would think somebody had been 
throttling you. [Eugene instinctively rises to look round at 
Morell; but she pulls him back]. Here! Stand still. [She but-
tons his collar; ties his neckerchief in a boiu; and arranges his 
hair]. There! Now you look so nice that I think youd better 
stay to lunch after all, though I told you you mustnt. It 
will be ready in half an hour . [She puts a final touch to tlie 
.botv. He kfsses her hand]. Dont be silly. 
MARCHBANKS. I want to stay, of course; unless the rever· 
end gentleman your husband has anything to advance to 
the contrary. 
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CANDIDA. Shall he stay, James, if he promises to be a good 
boy and help me to lay the table? 
MORELL [shortly] Oh yes, certainly: he had better. [He 
goes to the table and pretends to busy himself with his papers 
there]. 
MARCHBANKS [offering his arm to Candida] Come and lay 
the table. [She takes it. They go to the door together. As they 
pass out lie adds] I am the happiest of mortals. 
MORELL. So was I-an hour ago. 
II 
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ACT II 
The same day later in the afternoon. The same room. The 
chair for visitors has been replaced at the table. Marchbanks, 
alone and idle, is trying to find out hotv the typewriter workf. 
Hearing someone at the door, he steals guiltily away to the 
window and pretends to be absorbed in the view. Miss Garnett, 
carrying the notebook in which she takes down M ore/f s letters 
in shorthand from his dictation, sits down at the typewriter and 
sets to work transcribing them, much too bwy to notice Eugene. 
When she begins the second line she stops and stares at the 
machine. Something wrong evidently. 
PROSERPINE. Bother! Y ouve been meddling wiLh my 
typewriter, Mr Marchbanks; and theres not the least use in 
your trying to look as if you hadnt. 
MARCHBANKS [timidly] I'm very sorry, !\liss Garnett. I 
only tried to make it write. [PlainJively] But it wouldnt. 
PROSERPINE. Well, youve altered the spacing. 
MARCHBANK S [earnestly] I assure you I didnt. I didnt in-
deed. I only turned a little wheel. It gave a sort of 
click. 
PROSERPINE. Oh, now I understand. [She restores the 
spacing, talkfng volubly all the time], I suppose you thought 
it was a sort of barrel-organ. Nothing to do but turn the 
handle, and it would write a beautiful love letter for you 
straight off, eh? 
MARCHBANKS [seriously] I suppose a machine could be 
made to write love letters. Theyre all the same, arnt they? 
PROSERPINE [somewhat indignantly: any such discussion, 
except by way of pleasantry, being outside her code of manners] 
How do I know? Why do you ask me? 
MARCHBANKS. I beg your pardon. I thought clever peo-
ple-people who can do business and write letters and that 
sort of thing-always had to have love affairs to keep them 
from going mad. 
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PROSERPINE [risi11g, outragctfj Mr l\1archbanksl [Slie loo!(! 
severely at him, 011d marches majestically to the bookcase). 
MARCHBANKS [approaching her humbly] I hope I havnt 
offended you. Perhaps I shouldnc have alluded to your love 
affairs. 
PROSERPINE [pluckfng a blue bookfrom the shelf and turn-
ing sharply 011 him] l havnt any love affairs. Ilow dare you 
say such a thing? The idea! [She tucf(! the book under her arm, 
and is flouncing back to her machine when he addresses her 
with au,al(ened interest and sympathy]. 
MARCHBANKS. Really! Oh, thc11 you are shy, like me. 
PROSERPINE-. Certainly I am not shy. Whal do you mean? 
MARCHBANK~ [secretly] You must be: that is the reason 
there are so few love alfafrs in the world. We all go about 
longing for love: it is the first nee<l of our natures, the first 
prayer of our hearts; hut we dare not utter our longing: we 
art too shy. [Very• earnestly] Oh, l\fas Garnett, what would 
you not give to be without fear, without shame-
PROSERPINE (scandalized] Well, upon my word! 
MARCHBA!'iKS [with petulant impatience] Ah, dont say those 
stupid things to me: they dont deceive me: what use are 
they? Why are you afraid to be your real self with me? 
I am just like you. 
PROSERPI.J,;E, Like mcl Pray arc you flattering me or 
flattering yourself? I dom feel quite sure which. [She again 
rises to get bacl( to her work]. . 
MARCHBA~KS [stopping her mysteriously] Hush! I go about 
in search of love; and [ fmd iL in unmeasured stores in the 
bosoms of others. But when I try to ask for iL, this horrib le 
shyness strangles me; and I stand dumb, or worse than 
dumb, saying meaningless things: foolish lies. And I see the 
affection l am longing for given to dogs and cats and pet 
birds, because they come and ask for it. [Almost whispering] 
It must be asked for: it is like a ghost: it cannot speak unless 
i t is first spoken to. (At his usual pit.ch, but with deep melan-
choly] All the love in the world is longing to speak; only it 
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dare not, because it is shy! shy! shy! That is the world's 
tragedy. [With a deep sigh he sits in the visitors' chair and 
buries his face in his hands]. 
PROSERPINE [amazed, but keeping her wits about her: her 
point of honor in encounters with strange young men] Wicked 
people get over that shyness occasionally, dont they? 
MARCHBANKS [scrambling rtp almost fiercely] Wicked peo-
ple means people who have no love: therefore they have no 
shame. They have the power to ask love because they dont 
need it: they have the power to offer it because they have 
none to give. [He collapses into his seat, and adds, mournfully) 
But we, who have love, and long to mingle it with the love 
of others: we cannot utter a word. [Timidly] You find that, 
dont you? 
PROSERPINE. Look here: if you dont stop talking like this, 
I'll leave the room, Mr. Marchbanks: I really will. It's not 
proper. 
She resumes her seat at the typewriter, opening the blue book_ 
and preparing to copy a passage from it. 
":,!ARCHBANKS [hopelessly] Nothing thats worth saying is 
proper. [lle rises, and wanders about the room in his lost way]. 
I cant understand you, Miss Garnett. What am I to talk 
about? 
PROSERPINl! (mubbing him) Talk about indifferent things. 
Talk about the weather. 
MARCHBANKS. Would you talk about indifferent things if 
... a child were by, crying bitterly with hunger? 
PROSERPINE. I suppose not. 
MARCHBANKS. Well: J cant talk about indifferent things 
with my heart crying out bitterly in its hunger. 
PROSERPINE. Then hold your tongue. 
MARCHBANKS. Yes: that is wbat it always comes to. We 
hold our tongues. Docs that stop the cry of your heart? 
for it does cry: docsnt it? 1t must, if you have a heart. 
PROSERPINE [suddenly rising with her hand pressed on her 
heart) Oh, it's no use trying to work while you talk like cbat. 
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(She leaves her little table anti sits on the sofa. !Ier feelings are 
keenly stirred]. It's no business of yours whether my heart 
cries or not; but I have a mind to tell you, for all that. 
MARCHBANKS. You neednt. 1 know already that it must. 
PROS£RPJN&. But mind I if you ever say I said so, I'll deny 
it. 
MARCHBANKS [compassionalt'ly] Yes, I know. And so you 
havnt the cou7age to tell him? 
PROSERPINE [bouncing up] Him! Who? 
MARCHBANKS. Whoever he is. The man you love. It might 
be anybody. The curate, Mr Mill, perhaps. 
PROSERPrNE [wiih disdain] Mr Milllll A fine man to break 
my heart about, indeed! I'd rather have you than Mr Mill. 
llfARClmANKS [recoiling] No, really: I'm very sorry; but 
you mustnt think of that. 1-
PROSERPJ!\£ [testily. going to the fire-place and standing at 
it with her back to him] Oh, dont be frightened: it's not you. 
It's not any one particular person. 
MARCHBANKS. I know. You feel that you could love any-
body that offered-
PROSERPISE (t11mi11g, exasperatetf] Anybody that offered I 
No, I do not. What do you cake me for? 
MARCHBANKS [discouraged] No use. You wont make me 
real answers: only those things that everybody says. [lie 
strays to the sofa and sits down disconsolately]. 
PROSERPtt,;ll [nettled at what she.Jakes to be a disparagement 
of her manners by an aristocrat] Oh well, if you want original 
conversation, youd better go and talk to yourself. 
MARCHBANKS. That is what all poets do: they talk to 
themselves out loud; and the world overhears them. But 
it's horrible lonely not to hear someone else talk sometimes. 
PROSERPINE. Wait until Mr Morell comes. He'll talk to 
you. [Marchbanks hudders]. Oh, you neednt make wry faces 
over him: he can talk better than you. (With temper] He'd 
talk your little head off. [She is going back angrily to her place, 
when he, szlddenly enlightened, springs up and stops her]. 
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MARCHBANKS. Ah! I understand now. 
PROSERPINE [reddening] Whal do you understand? 
MARCHBAN"KS. Your secret. Tell me: is it really and truly 
possible for a woman to love him? 
PROSERPINE [as if this were beyond all bounds] Well! I 
MARCHBANKS [passiona~ly] No: answer me. I want to 
know: I must know. I cant understand it. I can see nothing 
in him but words, pious resolutions, what people call good-
ness. You cant love that. 
PROSERPINE [attempting to snub him by an air of cool 
propriety] 1 simply dont know what youre talking about. 
I dont understand you. 
MARCHBANKS [vehemently] You do. You lie. 
PROSERPINE. Oh! 
MARCHBANKS. You do understand; and you know. 
[Determined to have an answer] Is it possible for a woman to 
love him? 
PROSERPIN"E [looking him straight in the face] Yes. [He 
covers his face with his hands]. Whatever is the matter with 
you! [He takes down his hands. Frightened at the tragic mask 
presented to her, she hurries past him at the utmost possible 
distance, keeping her eyes on his face until he turns from her 
and goes to the cliild's chair beside the hearth, where he sits in 
the deepest dejection. As she approaches the door, it opens and 
Burgess enters. Seeing him, she ejaculates, Praise heaven! 
here's somebody [and feels safe enough to resume her place at 
her table. She puts a fresh sheet of paper into the typewriter as 
Burgess crosses to Eugene]. 
BURGESS [bent on ttl/efng care of the distinguished visitor] 
Well: so this is the way they leave you Lo yourself, t.fr 
Morchbanks. Ive come to keep you company. [Marchbanks 
looks up at him in consternation, which is quite lost on him]. 
James is receivin a deppitation in the din in room; and Candy 
is hupstairs heducating of a young stitcher gurl she's hin-
terested in. [ Condolingly] You must find ic lonesome here 
with no one but the typist to talk to. [He pulls round the 
easy chair, and sits dotun]. 
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PROSERPINE [highly incensed] He'll be all right now that 
be has the advantage of your polished conversation: thats 
one comfort, anyhow. [She begins to typelllritc tvith claJtcring 
asperity]. 
BURonss (amazed at her audacity] lli was not addressin 
myself to you, young woman, that I'm awerr of. 
PROSERPI:-IE. Did you ever see worse manners, Mr 
Marchbanks? 
BURGESS [,vith pompous scuerity] Mr Morchbanks is a 
_gentleman, and knows his place, which is more than some 
people do. 
PROSERPL'IE [fteifully] It's well you and 1 are not ladies 
and gentlemen: I'd talk to you pretty straight if Mr March-
.banks wasnt here. [She pulls the letter out of the mac/zinc so 
crossly tliat it tears]. Therel now I've spoiled this letter! 
have to be done all over again! Oh, I cant contain myself: 
silly old fathead I 
BURGESS [rising, breathless with indig11ation) Hol l'm a silly 
ole fat'ead, am I? Uo, indeed [gasping]! Hall right, my gurll 
Hall right. You just wait till I tell that to yore hemployer. 
You!! see. I'll teach you: see ifl don't. 
PROSERPINE [conscious of hauing gone too far] I-
BURGESS [cutting her short] Ho: youve done it now. No 
huse a-talkin to me. I'll let you know who I am. [Proserpine 
shifts her paper carriage with a defiant bang, and disd<1infully 
goes on wiJh her work]. Dont you take no notice of her, 
Mr Morch banks. She's beneath it. [Re loftily sits down again]. 
MARCHBANKS [miserably nervous and disconcerted] Hadnt 
we better change the subject? 1-1 dont think Miss Garnett 
meant anything. 
PROSF.RP1N1! [with intense conuiction] Oh, didnt I though, 
just! 
BURGESS. I wouldn't demean myself to take notice on her. 
An electric bell rings twice. 
PROSERPINE [gathering up her note-book and papers] Thats 
for me. [She hurries outJ. 
BURGESS [calling afler her] Oh, we can spare you. [Some-
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what relil!lled by the triumph of having the last word, and yet 
half inclined to try to improve on it, he looks after her for a 
moment; then subsides into his seat by Eugene, and addresses 
him very confidentially]. Now we're alone, Mr Morchbanks, 
let me give you a friendly int that I wouldnt give to hevety-
body. Ow long ave you known my son-in-law James ere? 
MARCHBANKS. J dont know. I never can remember da1cs. 
A few months, perhaps. 
BURGESS. Ever notice hcnny1hink queer about him? 
MARCUBANKS. I dool think so. 
BURGESS [impressivery] No more you wouldnt. Thats the 
danger on it. WeJJ, he's mad . 
MARCHBAm-s. Mad! 
BURGESS. Mad as a Morch 'are. You rake notice on him 
and youll sec. 
MARCHBANKS [uneasily) But surely that is only because his 
opinions-
BURCEss [touching him on the knee rvith his forefinger, and 
pressing it to hold his attention] Thats the same what I bused 
to think, Mr Morchbanks. Ili thought long enough that it 
was only his opinions; though, mind you, hopinions be-
comes vurry serious things when people takes to hactin on 
em as e does. But thats not what I go on. [fie looks round to 
make sure that they are alone, and bends over to Eugene's ear]. 
Whacdoyou think hcscz tome this mornin in this very room? 
MARc1rBANKS. What? 
- BURcnss. He sez to me-this is as sure as we' re settin here 
now-he sez "I'm a fool," he scz; "and yore a scoundcrl." 
Me a scounderl, mind you! And then shook ands with me 
on it, as if it was to my credit! Do you mean to tell me as 
that man's sane? 
MORELL (ott1side, calling to Proserpine as lie opens the door] 
Get all their names and addresses, Miss Garnett. 
PROSERPINE (in the distance) Yes, Mr Morell. 
Morell comes in, witli tl1e deputation's documents in his 
hands. 
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BURGESS [aside to Marchbanks] Yorr he is. Just you keep 
your hcye on im and sec. [Rising momentuously] I'm sorry, 
James, to ave to make a complaint to you. I dont want to do 
it; but I feel l oughter, as a matter o right and dooty. 
MORELL. Whats the matter? 
BURGESS. Mr. Morchbanks will bear me hour: he was a 
witness. [V cry solemnry] Yore young woman so far forgot 
herself as to call ma a silly ole fat'ead. 
MORELL [with tremendous heartiness] Oh, now, isnt that 
ex:rcdy like Prossy? She's so frank: she cant contain herself! 
'Poor Prossyl Hal ha! 
BURGESS [trembling with rage] And do you hexpec me to 
put up with it from tl1e like of er? 
. MORELL. Pooh, nonsense! you cant take any notice of it. 
Never mind. [He goes to the cellaret and puts the papt!1's into 
one of the drawers]. 
BURGESS. Oh, Hi dont mind. Hi'm above it. But is it 
right? thats what I want to know. Is it right? 
MORELL. Thats a question for the Church, not for the 
laity. Has it done you any harm? thats the question for you, 
eh? Of course it hasnr. Think no more of it. [He dismisses 
the subject by going to his place at the table and se/hng to work, 
at his co"espondence]. 
BURGESS [aside to Marchbanl(!] What did I tell you? Mad 
as a atter. [He goes to the table and as!(!, w1ih the sickly civility 
of a hungry man] When's dinner, James? 
MORELL. Not for a couple of h0t1rs yet. 
BURGESS [tuith plaintive resignation] Gimme a nice book to 
read over the fire, will you, James: thur's a good chap. 
MORELL. What sort of book? A good one? 
BURGESS [with almost a yell of remonstrance] Nah-oo I Sum· 
mat pleasant, just to pass the time. [Morell lakes an illustrated 
paper from the table and offers it. He accepts it humbly]. Thank 
yer, James. (He goes back 10 the big chair at the fire, and sits 
there at his ease, reading]. 
MORELL (as he writes] Candida will come to entertain you 
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presently. She has got rid of her pupil. She is fiJling the 
lamps. 
MARCHBA~Ks [starting up in the wildest constt:mation] 
Bur that will soil her hands. I cant bear that, .Morell: it's a 
shame. I'll go and ftll them. [He makes for tlze door]. 
MORRLL. Youd better not. [Marchbanks tops im:solut~ly]. 
She'd only set you to clean my boots, to save me the trou-
ble of doing it my,self in the morning. 
BURGESS [with grave disapprova~ Dont you keep a servant 
now, James? 
MORELL. Yes: but she isnt a slave; and the house looks as 
if I kept three. That means that everyone has co lend a 
hand. It's not a bad plan: Prossy and I can talk business 
after breakfast while we're washing up. Washing up's no 
trouble when there are two people to do it. 
MARCHBANKS [tonnentediy] Do you think every woman is 
as coarse-grained as Miss Garnett? 
BURGESS [empliatically] Thats quite right, Mr Morch-
banks: thats quite right. She is coarse-grained. 
MORELL [quietly and significantly] Marchbanks! 
MARCHBANKS. Yes? 
MOkl!LL. How many servants does your father keep? 
MARCHBANKS [pettishly] Oh, I dont know. [He moves to 
the sofa, as if to get as far as possible .from Morell' s ques-
tioning, and sits doum in great agony of spirit, tmnkjng of tlie 
.- paraffin]. 
MORELL [uery gravely] So many that you dont knowl 
(More aggressively] When theres anything coarse-grained to 
be done, you just ring the bell and throw it on to somebcxfy 
else, eh? 
MARCliBANl<S. Oh, dont torture me. You dont even ring 
the bell. Bue your wife's beauliful fingers are dabbling in 
parailin oil while you sit here comfortably preaching about 
it: everlasting preaching! preaching! words! words! words! 
BURGESS [intensely appreciating this retort] Har, harl Devil 
a better! [Radian10•] Ad you there, James, straight. 
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Candida comes in, well aproned, ruith a reading lamp 
trimmed,filled, and ready for lighting. She places it on the table 
near Morell, ready for use. 
CANDJOA [brushing her finger tips together tvith a slight ttuitch 
of her nose) If you stay with us, Eugene, I think I will hand 
over the lamps to you. 
MARCHBANKS. I will stay on condition that you hand over 
all the rough work ro me. 
CANDIDA. Thats very gallant; but I think I should like to 
see how you do it first. [Turning to Morelij James: youve not 
been looking after the house properly. 
MORELL. What have I done--or not done-my love? 
CASDIDA f u,ith serious vexation] My own particular pet 
scrubbing brush has been used for blacklcading. [A heart-
breakjng wail bursts from Marchbanks. Burgess looks round, 
amazed. Candida hurries to the sofa]. Whats the matter? 
Are you ill, Eugene? 
MARCIIllANKS. No: not ill. Only horror! horror! horror! 
,[Ile bows liis head on his hands). 
BUROESS [shocked] What! Got the orrors, Mr Morchbanks! 
Oh, thats bad, at your age. You must leave it o!f grajally. 
CANDlDA [reassured] Nonesense, papal It's only poetic 
horror, isn't it, Eugene [petting him]? 
BURGESS (abashed] Oh, poetic orror, is it? I beg your 
pardon, I'm shore. [He turns to the fire again, deprecating his 
hasty conclusion]. 
CAr-tDIOA. What is it, Eugene? the scrubbing brush? [/le 
shuddm] Well. there! never mi.ad. [S/1e .sits down beside him]. 
wouldnt you like ro present m;; with a nice new one, with 
an ivory back inlaid with mother·of-pcarl? 
MARCIIBANKs [,oflly and mu.sical~v. but sadly and longingly] 
No, not a scrubbing brush, but a boat: a tiny shallop to sail 
away in, far from the worl<l, where the marble floors are 
washed by the rain and drie<l by the sun; where the south 
wind dusts the beautiful green and purple carpets. Or a 
chariot! to carry us up into the sky, where the lamps are 
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stars, and dont need to be fille<l with paraffin oil every day. 
MORl!Ll. [harshly] And where there is nothing to do but to 
be idle, selfish, and useless. 
CANOTDA LJarred] Oh James! how could you spoil it all? 
MARCHBANKS I.firing up] Yes, to be idle, selfish, and useless: 
that is, to be beautiful and free and happy: hasnt every man 
desired that with all his soul for the woman he loves? Thats 
my deal: what yours, and that of all the dreadful people 
who Ii ve in these hideous rows of houses? Sermons and scrub· 
bing brushes! With you to preach the sermon and your wife 
to scrub. 
CANOroA [quaintly) He cleans the boots, Eugene. You will 
have to clean them to-morrow for saying that about him. 
MARCHBANKS. Oh, dont talk about boots! Your feet 
should be lx.-autiful on the mountains. 
CAND10A. My feet would not be beautiful on the Hackney 
Road without boots. 
BURGESS (scandalized] Come, Candy! dont be vulgar. Mr 
Morchbanks aint accustomed to it. Youre givin him the 
orrors again. I mean the poetic ones. 
Morell is silent. Apparently he is busy with his letters: really 
he is puzzling with misgiving over his new and alarming experi· 
ence that the surer he is of his moral thrusts, the more Sllliftly 
and effectiuely Eugene parries them. To find himself beginning 
to fear a man whom he does not resped ajfticts him bitterly. 
Miss Garnett comes in with a telegram. 
PROSERPINE [handing the telegram to Morell) Reply paid. 
The boy"s waiting. [To Candida, coming back to her mad,iru: 
and si1tingdot11n] Maria is ready for you now in the kitchen, 
Mrs Morell [ Candida ri'.res). The onions have come. 
MARCHBANKS [con11uL(i11ely] Onions! 
CANDIDA. Yes, onions. Not even Spanish ones: nasty 
little red onions. You shall help me to slice them. Come along. 
She catches him by the ,vrist and runs out, pulling him after 
her. Burgess rises in consternation, and stands aghast on the 
hearth-rug, staring after them. 
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BURGESS. Candy didnt oughter andle a hearl's nevvy like 
that . It's goin too fur with it . Lookee ere, James: doe often 
git taken queer like that? 
MORELL (shortly, uniting a telegram] I dont know. 
BURGESS [sentimentally] He talks very pretty. I awlus had 
a turn for a bit of poetry. Candy takes arter me that-a-way. 
Huseter make me tell er fairy stories when she was only a 
little kiddy not that igh (indicating a stature of two feet or 
thereabouts]. 
MORELL [preoccupied] Ah, indeed. [He blots the telegram 
and goes out]. · 
PROSERPINE . Used you to make the fairy stories up out 
of your own head? 
Burgess, not deigning to reply, strik_es an attitude of the 
haughtiest disdain on the hearth-rug. 
PROS ERPINE [calmly] I should never have supposed you 
had it in you. By the way, I'd better warn you, since youve 
taken such a fancy to Mr Marchbanks. He's mad. 
BURGESS . Mad! What! Im too!! 
PROSERPINE. Mad as a March hare. He did frighten me, 
I can tell you, just before you came in that time. Havent 
you noticed the queer things he says~ 
BURGESS. So thats what the poetic orrors means. Blame 
me if it didnt come into my ed once or twyst that he was a 
bit horff is chump! [He crosses the room to the door, lifting 
up his t1oice as he goes]. Well, this is a pretty sort of asylum 
for a man to be in, with no one but you to take care of him I 
PROSERPINE [as he passes her] Yes, what a dreadful thing 
it would be if anything happened to you! 
BURGESS (loftily] Dont you hadmess no remorks to me. 
Tell your hemployer that Ive gone into the gorden for a 
smoke. 
PROSERPINE [mocking] Ohl 
Before Burgess can retort, More/I comes back_. 
BURGESS (sentimentally] Going for a rum in the gording 
to smoke, James . 
., 
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MORELL (brusquely] Oh, all right, all right. [Burgess goes 
out pathetically in the character of a weary old man. Morell 
stands at the table, turning over his papers, and adding, across 
to Proserpine, half humorously, half absently] Well, Miss 
Prossy, why have you been calling my father-in-law names? 
PROSERPINE [blushing fiery red, and looking quickly up at 
him, half scared, half reproachful] I- [She bursts into tears]. 
MORELL [with tender gaiety, leaning across the table totv.ards 
her, and comoling her] Oh, come! come! come! Never mind, 
Pross: be is a silly old fathead, isn't he? 
With an explosive sob, she makes a dash at the door, and 
vanishes, banging it. Morell, shak,ing his head resignedly, sighs 
and goes wearily to his chair, wlu:re he sits down and sets to 
work, looking old and careworn. 
Candida comes in. She has finislu:d her household work and 
taken off the apron. She at once notices his dejected appearance, 
and posts herself quietly at the visitors' chair, lookjng down at 
him attentively. She says nothing. 
MORELL [looking up, but with his pen raised ready to resume 
his work] Well? Where is Eugene? 
CANDIDA. Washing his hands in the scullery under the tap . 
He will make an excellent cook if he can only get over his 
dread of Maria. 
MORELL [shortly] Hal No doubt. [He begins writing again] 
CANDIDA [going nearer, and putting her hand down softly on 
his to stop him as she says] Come here, dear. Let me look at 
you. [He drops his pen and yields himself to her disposal. She 
makes him rise, and brings h,in a little away from the table, 
look,ing at him critically all the time]. Turn your face to the 
light. [She places him facing the window]. My boy is not 
looking we.ll. Has he been overworking? 
MORELL. Nothing more than usual. 
CANDIDA . He looks very pale, and grey, and wrinkled, and 
old. [His melancholy deepens: and she attacks it with wilful 
gaiety] Here: [pulling him towards the easy chair] youve done 
enough wriLing for today. Leave Prossy to finish it. Come 
and ralk to me. 
., 
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MORELL. But-
CANDIDA [insisting] Yes, I must be talked to. [She makes 
him sit down, and seats her.relf on the carpet beside his f(nee]. 
Now [patting his hand] youre beginning to look better al-
ready. Why must you go out every night lecturing and talk-
ing? I hardly have one evening a week with you. Of course 
what you say is all very true; but it does no good: they dont 
mind what you say to them one little bit. They think they 
agree with you; but whats the use of their agreeing with you 
if they go and do just the opposite of what you tell them 
'the moment your back is turned? Look at our congregation 
at St Dominic's( Why do they come to hear you talking 
about Christianity every Sunday? Why, just because chcyve 
been so full of business and money-making for six days that 
'they want to forget all about it and have a rest on the 
seventh; so that they can go back fresh and make money 
harder than ever! You positively help them at it instead of 
hlndering them. 
MORELL (with energetic serioumess] You know very well 
Candida, chat I often blow them up soundly for that. And 
if there is nothing in their churchgoing but rest and diver· 
sion, why dont they try something more amusing? more 
self-indulgent? There must be some good in the fact that 
they prefer St Dominic's to worse places on Sundays. 
CANDIDA. Oh. the worse places arot open; and even if 
they were, they darent be seen going to them. Besides, 
James dear, you preach so splendiply that it's as good as a 
play for them. Why do you chink the women are so en· 
thusiastic? 
MORELL [shocked] Candida! 
CANDIDA. Oh, I know. You silly boy: you think it's your 
Socialism and your religion; but if it were that, theyd do 
what you tell them instead of only coming co look at you. 
They all have Prossy's complaint. 
MORELL. Prossy's complaint( What do you mean, Can· 
dida? 
CANDIOA, Yes, Prossy, and all the other secretaries you 
, '· 
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ever had. Why docs Prossy condescend to wash up the 
things, and to peel potatoes and abase herself in all manner 
of ways for six shillings a week less than she used to get in a 
city office? She's in love with you, James: thats the reason. 
Theyre all in love with you. And you are in love with 
preaching because you do it so beau1ifully. And you think 
it's all enthusiasm for the kingdom of Heaven on earth; and 
so do they. You dear silly I 
MORELL. Candida: what deadful! what soul-destroying 
cynicism! Are you jesting? Or-can it be?--are you 
jealous? 
CANDIDA [with curious thoughtfulness] Yes, I feel a little 
jealous sometimes. 
MORELL [incredulously] Of Prossy? 
CANDIDA [laughing] No, no, no, no. Not jealous of any-
body. Jealous for somebody else, who is not loved as he 
ought to be. 
MOR.ELL. Me? 
CA~DIDA. You! Why, youre spoiled with love and worship: 
you get far more than is good for you. No: I mean Eugene. 
MORELL [startled] Eugene! 
CANDIDA. It seems unfair that all the love should go to 
you, and none to him; although he needs it so much more 
than you do. [A convulsive movement shakes him in spite of 
himself]. Whats the matter? Am I worrying you? 
MORELL [hastily] Not at all. [Lookfng at her with troubled 
intensity] You know that I have perfect confidence in you, 
Candloa. 
CANDIDA. You vain thing! Are you so sure of your irre-
sistible attractions? 
MORELL. Candida: you are shocking me. I never thought 
of my attractions. I thought of your goodness, of your 
purity. That is what I confide in. 
cANDrDA. What a nasty uncomfortable thing to say to me! 
Oh, you are a clergyman, James: a thorough clergyman! 
MORELL [turning away from her, heart·strick,en] So Eugene 
says. 
CANDID A 49 
CANDIDA [with lively interest, leaning over to him with lier 
arms on his knee] Eugene's always right. He's a wonderful 
boy: I have grown fonder and fonder of him all the time I 
was away. Do you know, James, that though he has not the 
least suspicion of it himself, he is ready to fall madly in love 
with me? 
MORELL [grimly] Oh, he has no suspicion of it himself, 
hasnt he? 
CANDIDA. Not a bit. [She takes her arms from his knee, and 
turns thoughtfully, sinkfng into a more restful attitude with her 
hands in her lap]. Some day he will know: when he is grown 
up and experienced, like you . And he will know that I must 
have known. I wonder what he will think of me then. 
MORELL. No evil, Candida . I hope and trust, no evil. 
CANDIDA [dubiously] That will depend. 
MORELL [bewildered] Depend I 
CANDIDA [lookfng at him] Yes: it will depend on what hap· 
pens to him. [He looks vacantly at her]. Done you see? It will 
depend on how he comes to learn what love really is. I mean 
on the sort of woman who will teach it to him. 
MORELL (quite at a loss] Yes. No. I don't know what you 
mean. 
CANDIDA [explaining] If be learns it from a good woman, 
then it will be all right: he will forgive me. 
MORELL. Forgive? 
CANDIDA. But suppose he learns it from a bad woman, as 
so many men do, especially poetic men, who imagine all 
women are angels! Suppose he only discovers the value of 
love when he has thrown it away and degraded himself in 
his ignorance! Will he forgive me then, do you tl1ink? 
MORELL. Forgive you for what? 
c11.NDJD11. [realizing how stupid he is, and a little disappointed, 
though quite tenderly so] Dant you understand? [He shakes 
his head. She turns to him again, so as to explain with the fond· 
est intimacy]. I mean, will be forgive me for not teaching him 
myself? For abandoning him to the bad women for the sake 
of my goodness, of my purity, as you call it? Ah, James, how 
to find out what ' is 
wrong 
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little you understand me, to talk of your confidence in my 
goodness and purity! I would give them both to poor Eu-
gene as willingly as I would give my shawl to a beggar dying 
of cold, if there were nothing else to restrain me. Put your 
trust in my love for you, James; for if that went, I should 
care very little for your sermons: mere phrases that you 
cheat yourself and others with every day. [She is about to 
rise]. 
MORELL. His words! 
CANDrDA [checkjng herself quickly in the act of getting up] 
Whose words? 
MORELL. Eugene's . 
cAKDIDA [delighted] He is always right. He understands 
you; he understands me; he understands Prossy; and you, 
darling, you understand nothing. (She laughs, and kisses l1im 
to console him. He recoils as if stabbed, and springs up]. 
MORELL. How can you bear to do that when- Oh, Can-
dida [with anguish in his voice] I had rather you had plunged 
a grappling iron into my heart than given me that kiss. 
cAKD1DA (amazed] My dear: whats the matter? 
MORELL (frantically waving her o.ff1 Dont touch me. 
CANDIDA. James!! I 
They are interrupted by the entrance of Marchbanks with 
Burgess, w/10 stop near the door, staring. 
MARCHBANKS. ls anything the matter? 
MOllELL [deadly evhite, putting an iron constraint on himself] 
Nothing but this: that either you were right this morning, 
or Candida is mad. 
BURGESS [in modest protest] What! Candy mad tool Oh, 
come! come! come! [He crosses the room to the fireplace, pro-
testing as he goes, and kfzockf the ashes out of his pipe on the 
bars]. 
Morell sits down at his table d~sperately, leaning forward to 
hide his face, and interlacing his fingers rigidly to keep them 
steady. 
C.\NDIOA [to Morell, relieved and laughing] Oh, youre only 
I 
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shocked I Is that all? How conventional all you unconven· 
tional people a rel [She sits gaily on the arm of the chair]. 
BURGESS. Come: be'ave yourself, Candy. Whatll Mr 
Morchbanks think of you? 
CANDIDA. This comes of James teaching me to think for 
myself, and never to hold back out of fear of what other 
people may think of me. It works beautifully as long as I 
think the same things as he does. But now! because I have 
just thought something different! look at him! Just lookl 
[She point, to Morell, greatly amwed]. 
Eugene looks, and instantly presses his hand on his heart, as if 
some pain had shot through it. He sits down on the sofa like a 
man witnessing a tragedy. 
llURCE -SS [on the hearthrng] Well, James, you certnly haint 
as himpressive lookin as usu'I. 
MORELL [with a laugh which is half a sob] I suppose not . I 
beg all your pardons: I was not conscious of making a fuss. 
[Pulling himself together] Well, well, well, well, well I [He sets 
to work at his papers again with resolute cheerfulness). 
CA.'iDIDA [going to the sofa and sitting beside Marchbanks, 
still in a bantering humor] Well, Eugene: why are you so sad? 
Did the onions make you cry? 
MARCHBANKS [aside to her] It is your cruelty. I hare cru-
elty. It is a horrible thing co see one person make another 
suffer. 
CANDIDA [petting him ironically] Poor boyl have I been 
cruel? Did I make it suce nasty little red onions? 
MARCHBANKS [earnestly] Oh, stop, stop: I dont mean my-
self. You have made him suffer frightfully. I feel bis pain in 
my own heart. I know that it is not your fault: it is some-
thing that must happen; but don't make light of it. I shud· 
der when you torture him and laugh. 
CANDIDA (incredulously) I torture James! Nonsense, Eu· 
gene : how you exaggerate! Silly) [She rises and goes to the 
table, a little troubled]. Dont work any more, dear. Come and 
talk to us. 
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MORELL [affecticmately but bitterly] Ah no: I can't talk . I 
can only preach. 
CANDIDA [caressing his hand] Well, come and preach. 
BURGESS [strongly remonstrating] Aw no, Candy. Ang it all! 
Lexy Mill comes in, anxio11s and important. 
LEXY [hastening to shake hands with Candida] How do 
you do, Mrs Moreil? So glad to see you back again. 
CANDIDA. Thank you, Lexy. You know Eugene, dont 
you? 
LEXY. Oh yes. How do you do, Marchbanks? 
MARCHBANKS. Quite well, thanks. 
LEXY [to Morellj Ive just come from the Guild of St 
Matthew. They are in the greatest consternation about 
your telegram. 
CANDIDA. What did you telegraph about, James? 
LEXY [to Candida] He was to have spoken for them to· 
night. Theyve taken the large hall in Mare Street and spent 
a lot of money on posters. Morell's telegram was to say he 
couldnr come. It came on them like a thunderbolt. 
CANDIDA [mrprised, and beginning to sttspect something 
wrong] Given up an engagement to speak! 
BURGESS. Fust time in his life, I'll bet. Aint it, Candy? 
LEXY [to Morell] They decided to send an urgent tele· 
gram to you asking whether you could not change your 
mind. Have you received it? 
MORELL [with restrained impatience] Yes, yes: I got it. 
LEXY. It was reply paid. 
MORELL. Yes, I know. I answered it. I cant go. 
CANDIDA. But why, James? 
MORELL [almost fiercely] Because I dont choose. These 
people forget that I am a man: they think I am a talking 
machine to be turned on for their pleasure every evening 
of my life. May I not have one night at home, with my 
wife, and my friends? 
They are all amazed at this outburst, except Eugene. His 
expression remains unchanged. 
-- -- -
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CANDIDA. Oh, James, you mustnt mind what I said about 
that. And if you dont go youll have an attack of bad con-
science tomorrow. 
LEXY [intimidated, but t1rgent] I know, of course, that they 
make the most unreasonable demands on you. But they 
have been telegraphing all over the place for another 
speaker; and they can get nobody but the President of the 
Agnostic League. 
MORELL [promptly} Well, an excellent man. What better 
do they want? 
LEXY. But he always insists so powerfully on the divorce 
of Socialism from Christianity. He will undo all the good 
we have been doing. Of course you know best; but-[he 
shrugs his shoulders and wanders to the hearth beside Burgess]. 
CANDIDA [coaxingly] Oh, do go, James. We'll all go. 
BURGESS [grumblingly] Look ere, Candy! I sayl Lets stay 
at home by the fire, comfortable. He wont need to be more'n 
a couple-o-hour away. 
CANDIDA . Youll be just as comfortable at the meeting. 
We'll all sit on the platform and be great people. 
EUGENE [t.erTijied] Oh please dont let us go on the plat-
form. No: everyone will stare at us: I couldnt. I'll sit at 
the back of the room. 
CANDIDA. Dont be afraid. Theyll be too busy looking at 
James to notice you. 
MORELL. Prossy's complaint, Candida) Eh? 
CANDIDA [gaily] Yes: Prossy's complaint. 
BURGESS [rnystijied] Prossy's complaint! What are you 
talking about, James? 
MORELL [not heeding him, rises; goes to the door; and holds 
it open, calling in a commanding toneJ Miss Garnett. 
PROS ERPINE [in the distance] Yes, Mr Morell. Coming. 
They all wait, except Burgess, who turns stealthily to Lexy. 
BURGESS. Listen ere, Mr Mill. Whats Prossy's complaint? 
Whats wrong with er? 
LEXY [confidentially] Well, I dont exactly know; but she 
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spoke very strangely to me this morning. I'm afraid she's a 
litd e our of her mind sometimes. 
BURGESS [overwhelmed] Why, it must be catcbinl Four 
in the same ouse ! 
PROSERPINE [appearing on the threshold] What is it, Mr 
Morell? 
MORELL. Telegraph to the Guild of St Matthew that I 
am coming. 
PROSERPINE [surprised) Dont they expect you? 
MORELL [perempton'i'.Y] Do as I tell you. 
Proserpi'ne,frightened, sits down at her typewriter, and obeys. 
More/I, now unaccountably resolute and forceful, goes across to 
Burgess. Candida watches his movements with growing wonder 
and misgiving . 
.MORELL . Burgess: you dont want to come. 
llURCESS . Oh, dont put it Ii~ that, James. It's ony that 
it aint Sunday, you know. 
MORELL . I'm sorry. I thought you might like to be intro-
duced to the chairman. He's on the Works Committee of 
the County Council, and has some influence in the matter 
of contracts . [Burgess wakes up at once]. Youll come? 
BURGESS [with enthusiasm] Cawrse I'll come, James. Aint 
it awlus a pleasure to ear you! 
MORELL [turning to Prossy] I shall want you to take some 
notes at the meeting, Miss Garnett, if you have no other 
engageme.nt . [She nods, afraid to speak]- You are coming, 
Lexy, I suppose? 
LEXY. Certainly . 
CANDIDA . We're all coming, James. 
MORELL . No: you are not coming; and Eugene is not 
coming. You will stay here and entertain him - to cele-
brate your return home. [Eugene rises, breathless]. 
CANDIDA. But, James--
MORELL [authoritatively] I insist. You do not want to 
come; and he does not want to come. [Candida is about to 
protest]. Oh, dont concern yourselves: I shall have plenty 
-
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of people without you: your chairs will be wanted by un-
converted people who have never heard me before. 
cAr-DIDA [troubled] Eugene: wouldnt you like to come? 
MORELL. I should be afraid to let myself go before Eugene: 
he is so critical of sermons. [Lool(ing al l11in] He knows I am 
afraid of him: he told me as much this morning. Well, I 
shall shew him how much afraid I am by leaving him here 
in your custody, Candida. 
MARCRBANKS [to himself, with vivid feeling] Thats brave. 
'J'.hats beautiful. 
CANDIDA [with anxious misgiving] But-but-Is anything 
the matter, James? [Greatly troubled) I cant understand-
MORELL [taf(ing her tenderly in his arms and l(j.ssing lier on 
t~e forehead] Ah, I thought ic was / who couldot under-
stand, dear. 
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ACT Ill 
Past ten in the evening. The curtains are drawn, and the lamps 
lighted. The typewriter is in its case: the large table has been 
cleared and tidied; everything indicates that the day's work is over. 
Candida and Marchbank,s are sitting by the fire. The reading 
lamp is on the mantelshelf above Marchbanks, who is in the 
small chair, reading aloud. A liule pile of manuscripts and a 
coupk of volumes of poetry are on the carpet beside him. Can-
dida is i11 the easy chair. The poker, a light brass one, is upright 
in her hand. Leaning hack and lookjng intently at the point of 
it, with her feet stretched towards the blaze, she is in a wakjng 
dream, miles away from her su"oundings and completely 
<Jhlivious of Eugene. 
M.~RCHBA~KS [breaking off in his recitation) Every poet 
that ever lived has put that thought into a sonnet. He must: 
he cant help it. [He looks to her for assent, and notices her 
absorption in the poker]. Havent you been listening? [No 
respo11sej. Mrs Morelli 
CA:O-DJOA [starting) Eh? 
MARCHBANKS. Havent you been listening? 
CA~ [,;ith a guilty excess of politeness] Oh yes. It's 
very nice. Go on, Eugene. I'm longing to hear what happens 
to the angel. 
MARCHBANKS (letting the manuscript drop from his hand 
to the floor] f beg your pardon for boring you. 
CANDIDA. But you arc not boring me, I assure·you. Please 
go on. Do, Eugene. 
MARCHBANKS . I finished the poem about the angel 
quarter of an hour ago. Ive read you several things since. 
CANDIDA [remorsefully] I'm so sorry, Eugene. I think the 
poker must have hypnotized me. [She puts it down]. 
MARCHBANKS. It made me horribly uneasy. 
CA.',DIDA. Why didnt you tell me? I'd have put it down 
at once. 
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M~c~ I was afraid of making you uneasy too. It 
looked as if it were a weapon. lfl were a hero of old I should 
have laid my drawn sword between us. If Morell had come 
in he would have thought you had taken up the poker 
because there was no sword between us. 
CANDIDA [tvondering] What? [With a pu zz led gla11ce at 
him] I cant quite follow that. Those sonnets of yours have 
perfectly addled me. Why should there be a sword between 
us? 
MARCHBANKS (evasively] Oh, never mind. [He stoops to 
pick up the manuscript]. 
CANDIDA. Put that down again, Eugene. Th ere are limits 
to my appetite for poetry: even your poet ry . Youve been 
reading to me for more than two hours, ever since James 
went out. I want to talk. 
MARCHBANKS [rising, scared] No: I musmt talk . [He looks 
ro;;J h[;;7;; his lost way, and adds, suddenly] I think I'll 
go out and take a walk in the park. [He makes for the door]. 
CANDIDA. Nonsense: it's closed long ago. Come and sit 
down on the hearth-rug, and talk moonshine as you usually 
do. I want to be amused. Dont you want to? 
MARCHBANKS [half in terror, half enraptured] Yes. 
CANDIDA. Then come along. [She moves her chair back a 
little to make room]. 
He hesitates; then timidly stretches himself on the hearth-rug, 
face upwards, and throws back his head across her knees, 
looking up at her. 
~&CHBA N KS. Oh, Ive been so miserable all the evening, 
because I was doing right . Now I'm doing wrong; and I'm 
happy. 
CANDIDA [tenderly amused at him] Yes: I'm sure you feel 
a great grown-up wicked deceiver. Quite proud of yourself, 
amt you? 
MARCHBANKS [raising his hand quickly and turning a little 
to look roundat her] Take care. I'm ever so much older than 
you, if you only knew. [He turns quite over on his k(iees, 
B 
• 
to prove his 
concern fo r 
Candida 
to avoid 
Candida t s 
question 
to escape 
Candida's 
influence 
to g i ve in 
to Candida ' s 
charm. 
t o conf'ess his 
love for 
Candida 
to reveal all his 
feelings 
to admit his happine ss 
58 CANDIDA 
with his hands clasped and his arms on her lap, and speaks 
with growing impulse, his blood beginning to stir]. i\fay I 
say some wicked things to you? 
CANDIDA [without the least fear or coldness, and with perfect 
respect for his passion, but with a touch of her wisehearted 
maternal humor] No. But you may say anything you really 
and truly feel. Anything at all, no matter what it is. I am 
not afraid, so long as it is your real self that speaks, and 
not a mere attitude: a gallant attitude, or a wicked atti-
tude, or even a poetic attitude. I put you on your honor 
and truth . Now say whatever you want to. 
l\lARCHUANKS [the eager expression vanishing utterly from 
his lips and nostrils as his eyes light up with pathetic spiritual· 
ity) Oh, now I cant say anything: all the words I know 
belong to some attitude or other--all except one. 
CANDIDA. What one is that? 
~BANKS [softly, losing himself in the music of the 
name] Candida, Candida, Candida, Candida, Candida. I 
must say that now, because you have put me on my honor 
and truth; and I never think or feel Mrs Morell: it is always 
Candida. 
CANDIDA. Of course . And what have you to say to 
Candida? 
MARCHBANKS. Nothing but to repeat your name a 
thousand times. Dont you feel that every time is a prayer 
to you? 
CANDIDA. Doesm it make you happy to be able to pray? 
MARCHBANKS. Yes, very happy . 
CA;,.IDIDA. Well, that happiness is the answer to your 
prayer. Do you want anything more? 
MARCHBA:-.Ks. No: I have come into Heaven, where 
want is unknown. 
Morell comes in. He halts on the threshold, and takes in 
the scene at a glance. 
MORELL [grave and self contained] I hope I done disturb 
you. 
· r 
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Candida starts up violently, but without the smallest em-
barrassment, laughing at herself Eugene, capsized by her 
sudden movement, recovers himself wzihout rising, and sits 
on th.e rug hugging his ankJes, also quite unembarrassed. 
CA<~DI DA. Oh, James, how you startled me I I was so taken 
up with Eugene that I didn't hear your latchkey . How 
did the meeting go off? Did you speak well? 
MORELL. I have never spoken better in my life. 
CANDIDA . That was .first rate! How much was the col-
lection? 
MORELL . I forgot to ask. 
CANDIDA [to Eugene] He must have spoken splendidly, 
or he would never have forgotten that. [To Morel~ Where 
are all the others? 
MORELL. They left long before I could get away: I 
thought I should never escape. I believe they are having 
supper somewhere. 
CA:-.fDIDA [in her domestic business tone] Oh, in that case, 
Maria may go to bed. I'll tell her. [She goes out to the kitchen]. 
itORELL [lool(jng sternly do111n at Marchbanks] Well? 
MARC;IBA<'<KS [squatting grotesquely on the hearth-rug, and 
actually at ease with Morell: even impislzly humorous] Well? 
ll!ORELL . Have you anything to tell me? 
MARCHBAJ."IKS; Only that I have been making a fool of 
myself here in private whilst you have been making a 
fool of yourself in public. 
MOttl!LL . Hardly in the same way, I think. 
MARCHBANKS [eagerly, scrambling up] The very, very, 
very same ,-;;j. I have been playing the Good Man . Just 
like you. When you began your heroics about leaving me 
here with Candida-
MORELL [involuntarily] Candida I 
MARCHBANKS. Oh yes : Ive got that far. But dont be 
afr:iicl Heroics are infectious: I caught the disease from 
you. I swore nor to say a word in your absence chat I would 
not have said a month ago in your presence. 
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MORELL. Did you keep your oath? 
MARCHBANKS (suddenly perching himself on the back of 
the easy chair] It kept itself somehow until about ten 
minutes ago. Up to that moment I went on desperately 
reading to her---reading my own poems-anybody's 
poems-to stave off a conversation. I was standing outside 
the gate of Heaven, and refusing to go in. Oh, you cant 
think how heroic it was, and how uncomfortable! Then-
MORELL [steadily controlling his suspense] Then? 
MARCHBANKS [prosaically slipping down into a quite or-
dinary attitude on the seat of the chair] Then she couldnt 
bear being read ro any longer. 
MORELL. And you approached the gate of Heaven at last? 
MARCHBA_filS§. yes. 
MORELL. Well? [Fiercely] Speak, man: have you no feeling 
for me? 
MARCHBANKS [softly and musically] Then she became an 
~mgel; and there was a flaming sword that turned every 
way, so that I couldnt go in; for I saw that that gate was 
really the gate of Hell. 
MORELL [triumphantly] She repulsed you! 
MARCHBANKS [rising in evild scorn] No, you fool: if she 
haddone that I should never have seen that I was in Heaven 
already. Repulsed me! You think that would have saved 
us! virtuous indignation! Oh, you are not worthy to live 
in the same world with her. [He turns atvay contemptuously 
to the other side of the room]. 
MORELL [who has watched him quietly without cliangmg 
his place] Do you think you make yourself more worthy 
by reviling me, Eugene? 
MARCHBANKS . Here endeth the thousand and first lesson. 
Morell: I dont think much of your p reaching after all: I 
believe I could do it better myself. The man I want to 
meet is the man that Candida married. 
MORELL. The man that-? Do you mean me? 
MARCHBANKS. I dont mean the Reverend James Mavor 
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Morell, moralist and windbag. I mean the real man that 
the Reverend James must have hidden somewhere inside 
his black coat: the man that Candida loved. You cant 
make a woman like Candida love you by merely buttoning 
your collar at the back instead of io front. 
MORELL [boldly and sre11dily] When Candida promised to 
marry me, I was the same moralist and windbag you now 
see. I wore my black coat; and my collar was buttoned 
behind instead of in front. Do you think she would have 
loved me any the better for being insincere in my profession? 
· MARCHBANK S (on the sofa, hugging his ankles] Ob, she 
forgave you, just as she forgives me for being a coward, 
and a weakling, and what you call a snivelling little whelp 
and all the rest of it. [Dreamily] A woman like that has 
clivine insight: she loves our souls, and not our follies and 
vanities and illusions, nor our collars and coats, nor any 
other of the rags and carters we arc rolled up in. [He reflects 
on this for an instartt: ,hen turns intently to qzmtion Morell]. 
What I want to know is how you got past the flaming 
sword that stopped me. 
MORELL. Perhaps because I was not interrupted at the 
end of ten minutes. 
MARCHBANKS [taken aback] What! 
MORELL. Man can climb to the highest summits; but he 
cannot dwell there long. 
MARCHBANKS [springing 11p) It's false: there can he dweU for 
ever, and there only. It 's in the otlicr moments that he can 
find no rest, no sense of the silent glory of life. Where would 
you have me spend my moments, if not on the summits? 
MORELL. In the scullery, slicing onions and filling lamps. 
MARCHBANKS. Or in the pulpit, scrubbing cheap earthen-
ware souls? 
MORELL. Yes, that too. It was there that I earned my 
golden moment, and the right, in that moment, to ask her 
to love me. 1 did not take the moment on credit; or did I 
use it to steal another man's happiness. 
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MARCHBANKS [rather disgustedly, trotting back towards tk 
.fiteplace] I have no doubt you conducted the transaction 
as honestly as if you were buying a pound of cheese. [He 
stops on the bn"nk of the hearth-rug, and adds, tlwughifully, to 
himself, with his back turned to Morel~ I could only go to 
her as a beggar. 
MORELL [staring] A beggar dying of cold! asking for her 
shawl! 
MARCHBANKS [turning, surprised] Thank you for touching 
up my poetry. Yes, if you like: a beggar dying of cold, 
asking for her shawl. 
?,fORELL [excitedly] And she refused. Shall I tell you why 
she refused? I can tell you, on her own authority. It was 
because of-
MARCHBANKS. She didnt refuse. 
MORELL. Not! 
MARCHBANKS. She offered me all I chose to ask for: her 
shawl, her wings, the wreath of stars on her head, the lilies 
in her hand, the crescent moon beneath her fcet-
MORl:.LL [seizing him] Out with the truth, man: my wife 
is my wife: I want no more of your poetic fripperies. I 
know well that if I have lost her love anc.l you have gained 
it, no law will bind her. 
MARCltBANKS [quaintly, without fear or resistance] Catch 
me by the shin collar, Morell: she will arrange it for me 
,.. afterwards as she did this morning. [With quiet rapture) 
I shall feel her hands touch me. 
MORELL. You young imp, do you know how dangerous 
it is to say that to me? Or [witli a sudden mi;givingj bas 
something made you brave? 
MARCHBANKS. I'm not afraid now. I disliked you before: 
that was why 1 shrank from your touch. But I saw today-
when she tortured you-that you love her. Since then I 
have been your friend: you may strangle me if you 
like. 
~ORELL [releasing liim] Eugene: if that is not a heartless 
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lie-if you have a spark of human feeling left in you-will 
you tell me what has happened during my absence? 
MARCHllANKs. What happened I Wl1y, the flaming sword 
[Morell stamps tvith impatience)-We11, in plain prose, I 
loved her so exquistely that I wanted nothing more 
than the happiness of being in such love. And before I 
had time Lo come down from the highest summits, you 
came m. 
MORELL [suffering deeply] So it is still unsettled. Still the 
misery of doubt. 
· MARCHB;U>;KS. Misery! I am the happiest of men. I desire 
nothing now but her happiness. [In a passion of sentiment] 
Oh, Morell, let us both give her up. Why should she h.we 
to choose between a wretched little nervous disease like me, 
and a pig-headed parson like you? Let us go on a pilgrimage, 
you lo the east and I to the west, in search of a worthy lover 
for her: some beautiful archangel with purple wings-
MORELL. Some fiddle5tick! Oh, if she is mad enough to 
leave me for you, who will protect her? who will help her? 
who will work for her? who will be a father to her children? 
[He sits down distractedly on the sofa, with his elbows on his 
kf1ees and his head propped on his clenched fists]. 
MARCHBANKS [snapping his fingers wildly) She docs not ask 
those silly questions. It is she who wants somebody to pro-
tect, to help, to work for: somebody to give her children to 
protect, to help and to work for. Some grown up man who 
has become as a little child again. -'>h, you fool, you fool, 
you triple fool! I am the man, Morell: I am the man. [He 
dances about excitedly, crying] You dont understand what a 
woman is. Send for her, Morell: send for her and let her 
choose between- [The door opens and Candida eruers. He 
stops as if petrified]. 
cASDIDA [amazed, on the threshold] What on earth are you 
at, Eugene? 
MARCHBANKS [oddly] James and 1 are having a preaching 
match; and h~ is getting the worst of it. 
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Candida looks quickJy round at Morell. Seeing that he is dis· 
tressed, she hurries down to him, greatly vexed. 
cANDtOA. You have been annoying him. Now I wont have 
it, Eugene: do you hear? [She puts her hand on Morelfs 
shoulder, and qui~ forgets her wifely tact in her anger]. My boy 
shall not be worried: I will protect him. 
MORELL (rising pro1,dly] Protect I 
CANDtOA [not heeding him: to Eugene] What have you been 
saying? 
MARCHBANKS (appalled) Nothing. 1-
CANDI0A. Eugene! Nothing? 
MARCHBANKS [piteously] I mean-I-I'm very sorry. I 
wont do it again: indeed I wont. I'll let him alone. 
MORllLI. [indignantly, with an aggressive movement towards 
Eugene] Let me alone! You young-
CANDIDA [stopping him] Shi-no: let me deal with him, 
James. 
MARCHBANKS. Oh, youre not angry with me, are you? 
~NDIDA [sivereo/] Yes [ am: very angry. I have a good 
mind to pack you out of the house. 
MORELL (taken aback by C"ndida's vigor, and by no means 
relishing the position of being rescued by her from another man) 
Gently, Candida, gently. I am able to take care of myself. 
CAN0U>A [peuing him] Yes, dear: of course you arc. But 
you musnt be annoyed and made miserable. 
,.. MARCHBANKS [almost in tears, turning to tl,e door] I'll go. 
CANDIDA. Oh, you needot go: I cant turn you out at this 
time of night. [ Vehementry] Shame on you! For shame I 
MARCHBANKS [delperat.ely] But what have I done? 
CANDIDA. I know what you have done: as well as if I had 
been here all the time. Oh, it was unworthy I You arc like a 
child: you cannot hold your tongue. 
MARCHBANKS. I would die ten times over sooner than give 
you a moment's pain. 
CANDI A [ with infinite contempt for this puerilily] Much good 
your dying would do me! 
. . ' 
.. 
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MORELL: Candida, my dear: this altercation is hardly 
quite seemly. It is a matter between two men; and I am the 
right person to settle it. 
CANDIDA. Two men! Do you call that a man! (To Eugene] 
You bad boy! 
MARCHBANKS [gathering a whimsically affectionate co11rage 
from the scolding] If I am to be scolded like a boy, I must 
make a boy's excuse. He began it . And he's bigger than lam. 
c ,,NDIDA [losing confidence a little as her concern for Morelfs 
dignity takes the alarm] That cant be true. [To Morell] You 
didn't begin it, James, did you? 
MORELL [contemptuously] No. 
MARCHBANKS [indignant] Ohl 
MORELL [to Eugene] You began it: this morning. [ Candida, 
instantly connecting this with his mysterious allusion in the 
afternoon to something told him by Eugene in the morning, looks 
at him with quick suspicion. Morell proceeds, with the emphasis 
of offended superiority] But your other point is true. I am 
certainly the bigger of the two, and, l hope, the stronger, 
Candida. So you bad better leave the matter in my hands. 
CA.KDIDA [again soothing him] Yes, dear; but-[troubled] I 
dont understand about this morning. 
MORELL [gently snubbing her] You need not understand, my 
dear. 
CANDIDA. But James, I [the street bell rings]-Oh bother! 
Here they all come. [She goes out to let them in]. 
M.ARCHBANKS [running to Morell] Oh, Morell, isnt it dread-
ful? She's angry with us: she hates me. What shall I do? 
MORELL [with quaint desperation, walf(Jng up and down the 
middle of the room] Eugene: my head is spinning round. I 
shall begin to laugh presently. 
MAR CHBA~KS [following him anxiously] No, no: she'll 
think Ive thrown you into hysterics. Dont laugh. 
Boisterous voices and laughter are heard approaching. Lexy 
Mill, his eyes sparkling, and his bearing denoting unwonted ele-
vation of spirit, enters with Burgess, who is greasy and self· 
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complacent, but has all his wits about him. Miss Gamell, with 
her smartest hat and jacket 011, follows them; but though her 
eyes are brighter than before, she is evidently a prey to misgiving. 
She places herself with lier back to her typewriting table, t11ith 
one hand on ii to steady herself, passing the other across her fore-
head as if slie were a little tired and giddy. Marchbanks relapses 
into shyness and edges away into the comer near the window, 
where M orelf s books are. 
LBXY [exhilarated] Morell: I must congratulate you. [Grasp-
ing Im hand] What a noble, splendid, inspired address you 
gave us! You surpassed yourself. 
BURGESS. So you did, James. It fair kep me awake to the 
Jars' word. Didnr it, Miss Cornett? 
PROSERPINE (worriedly] Oh, I wasnt minding you: I was 
trying to make notes. [She takes out her notebook, and looks 
at her stenograpl1y, which nearly makes her cry]. 
MORELL. Did I go too fast, Pross? 
PROSERPINE. Much too fast. You know I cant do more 
than ninety words a minute. ( She relieves lzcr feelings by throw-
ing her notebook angrily beside her machine, ready for 11se next 
morning]. 
MORELL [soothingly] Oh well, well, never mind, never 
mind, never mind. Have you all had supper? 
LEXY. Mr. Burgess has been kind enough to give us a 
really splendid supper at the Belgrave. 
BURGESS [with effusive magnanimity] Done mention it, Mr 
Mill. (Modestly] Youre arty welcome to my little treat. 
PROSERPI~E. We had champagne. I never tasted it before. 
I feel quite giddy. 
MOREl.L [surprised] A champagne supper! Th at was very 
handsome. Was it my eloquence that produced all this 
extravagance? 
LEXY [rhetorzcally] Your eloquence, and Mr Burgess's 
goodness of 11ean. (With a fresh burst of exhilaration] And 
what a very fine fellow the chairman is, Morelli He came to 
supper with us. 
CANDIDA 
MORELL [with long drawn significance, looking at Burgess) 
0-o-o-hl the chairman. Now I understand. 
Burgess covers with a deprecatory cough a lively satiifaction 
with his own diplomatic cun11ing. Lexy folds his arms and leans 
against the head of the sofa in a high-spirited attitude aftcr 
nearly losing his balance. Candida comes in zvith glasses, lemons, 
and a jug of hot water on a tray. 
CANDIDA . Who will have some lemonade? You know our 
rules: total abstinence. [She puts the tray on the table, and 
takes up the lemon squeezer, looking enquiringly round at them]. 
• MORELL. No use, dear. Theyve all had champagne. Pross 
has broken her pledge . 
CANDmA (to Proserpine] You dont mean to say youve been 
drinking champagne I 
· PROSERPINE [swbbornly] Yes I do. I'm only a beer tee· 
totaller, not a champagne teetotaller. I dont like beer. Are 
there any letters for me to answer, Mr Morell? 
MORELL. No more tonight. 
PROSERPINE. Very well. Goodnight, everybody . 
LEXY [gallantly] Had I not better see you home, Miss 
Garnett? 
PROSERPINE . No thank you. I shant trust myself with 
anybody tonight. I wish I hadnt taken any of that stuff. [She 
takes uncertain aim at 1he door; dashes at it; and barely escapes 
without disaster]. 
BURGESS [indignant~,] Stu.ff indeed! That gurl dunno what 
champagne isl Pommery and Groeno at twelve and six a 
bottle. She took two glasses amost straight hor!f. 
MORllLL [anxious about her] Go and look after her, Lexy. 
LEXY [alarmed] But if she should really be- Suppose she 
began to sing in the street, or anything of that sort. 
MORELL. Just so: she may. Thats why youd better sec her 
safe! y home. 
CANDIDA. Do, Lexy: theres a good fellow. [She shakes hir 
hand and pushes him gently to the door]. 
LEXY. It's evidently my duty to go. 1 hope it may not be 
J 
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necessary. Goodnight, Mrs Morell. [To tM rest) Goodnight. 
[He goes. Candida shuts the door). 
BVRGESS. He was gushin with hextra piety hisself arter two 
sips. People camt drink like they useter. [Bustling across to 
the hearth] Well, James: it's time to lock up. Mr Morch banks: 
shall I ave the pleasure of your company for a bit o the way 
ome? 
MARCHBANKS [affrightedlyJ Yes: I'd better go. [He hurries 
towards the door; but Candida places herself before it, barring 
his way]. 
CANDIDA [with quiet authoniy] You sit down. Yourc not 
going yet. 
MARCHBANKS (quailing] No: 1-1 didnt mean to. [He sits 
down abjectly on the sofa]. 
CANDIDA. Mr Marchbanks will stay the night with us, 
papa. 
BURGESS. Oh well, I'll say goodnight. So long, James. [He 
shakes hands with Morell, and goes over to Eugene]. Make cm 
give you a nightlight by your bed, Mr Morchbanks: itll 
comfort you if you wake up in the night with a touch of that 
complaint of yores. Goodnight. 
MARCHBANKS. Thank you: I will. Goodnight, Mr Burgess. 
[They shake hands. Burgess goes to the door). 
CANDIDA [intercepting Morell, tvho i; following Bu~ess} 
Stay here, dear: I'll put on papa's coat for him. [She goes out 
with Burgess). 
MARC!,!~Ks [rising and stealing over to Morell] Morell: 
theres going to be a terrible scene. Arnt you afraid? 
MORELL. Not in the least. 
MARCH,BANKS. I never envied you your courage before. 
[He puts his hand appealingly on More/fsforearmJ. Stand by 
me, wont you? 
MORELL [casting him off reso/11tery] Each for himself, Eu· 
gene. She must choose between us now. 
Candida returns, Eugene creeps back to the sofa lik_e a gui/Jy 
schoolboy. 
"' 
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CANDlDA (between tMm, addressing Eugene] Are you sorry? 
MARCHBANKS [earnestly] Yes. Heartbroken. 
CANDIDA. Well then, you are forgiven. Now go off to bed 
like a good little boy: I want to talk to James about you. 
MARCHBA:--1KS [riring in great consternation] Oh, I cant do 
that, Morell. i must be here. I'll not go away. Tell her. 
CANDIDA [her suspicions confirmed] Tell me what? [His eyes 
avoid hers furtively. She turns and mutely tranifers the question 
to Morel~. 
MORELL [bradng himself or the catastrophe] I have nothing 
to tell her, except [here his voice deepens to a measured and 
mournful tenderness] that she is my greatest treasure on earth 
-if she is really mine. 
CANDIDA [coldly, offended by his yielding to his orator's in· 
stinct and treating her as if she were the audience at the Guild of 
St Matthew] I am sure Eugene can say no less, if that is all. 
MARCHBANKS [discouraged] Morell: she's laughing at us. 
MORELL lwith a quick touch of temper] There is nothing to 
laugh at. Are you laughing at us, Candida? 
CANDIDA [with quiet angt"1'] Eugene is very quick-witted, 
James. I hope I am going to laugh; but I am not sure that I 
am not going to be very angry. ( She goes to the fireplace, and 
stands there leaning with her arm on the mantelpiece, and her 
foot on the fender, whiht Eugene mals to Morell and plucks him 
by the sleeve). 
MARCHBANKS [,vhispering] Stop, Morell. Dont let us say 
anything. 
MORELL [pushing Eugene away ',vithout deigning to look at 
him] I hope you dont mean that as a threat, Candida. 
CAJS;DIDA [with emphatic warning] Take care, James. 
Eugene: I asked you to go. Are you going? 
MORELL [putting liis foot do,un) He shall not go. I wish him 
to remain. 
MARCHBANKS. I'll go. I'll do whatever you want. [He turns 
to thedoorl. 
CANDIDA. Stop! (He obeys]. Didnt you hear James say he 
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wished you to stay? James is master here. Dont you know 
that? 
MARCHBANKS [flushing with a young poet's rage against 
tyranny] By what right is he master? 
CANDIDA [quietly) TeU him, James. 
MORELL [taken aback] My dear: I dont know of any right 
that makes me master. I assert no such right. 
CANDIDA (with infinite reproach] You dont know! Oh, 
James! James! [To Eugene, musingly] I wonder do you under-
stand, Eugene! [He shaltes his head helplessly, not danng to 
loo!( at her]. No: youre too young. Well, I give you leave to 
stay: to stay and learn. (She comes away from the hearth and 
places herself between them]. Now, James! whats the matter? 
Come: tell me. 
MARCHBANKS [wl1ispering tremuloz,sly across to him] Dont. 
CANDIDA. Come. Out with itl 
MORELL [slowly] I meant to prepare your mind carefully, 
Candida, so as to prevent misunderstanding. 
CANDIDA. Yes, dear: I am. sure you did. But never mind: 
I shant misunderstand. 
MORELL. Well-er-(he hesitates, unable to find the long 
explanation which he supposed to be available]. 
CANDIDA. Well? 
MORELL (blurting it out badly] Eugene declares that you 
are in love with him. 
MA.RcliBANKS [frantically] No, no, no, no, never. I did not , 
,~ Mrs Morell: it's not true. I said I loved you. I said I under-
stood you, and that he couldnt. And it was not after what 
passed there before the fire that I spoke: ~t was not, on my 
word. It was this morning. 
+ 
CANDIDA (enlightened] This morning! 
MARCHBANKS. Yes. [f-Ie look! at her, pleading for credence, 
anatlien adds simply] That was what was the matter with my 
collar. 
CANDIDA. Your collar? [Suddenly takjng in his meaning she 
tums to Morell, shocltedJ. Oh, James: did you-[she stops]? 
CANDIDA JI 
MORELL [ashamed] You know, Candida, that I have a 
temper to struggle with. And he said [shuddering] that you 
despised me in your heart . 
CANDIDA [turning quickly on Eugene] Did you say that? 
MARCHBANI5,S [terrified] No. 
CANDIDA [almost fiercely] Then James bas just told me a 
falsehood. Is that what you mean? 
MARCHBANKS . No, no: l-1-[desperately] it was David's 
wife. And it wasn't at home: it was when she saw him 
dancing before all the people. 
MORELL [tal{ing the cue with a debater's adroitness] Dancing 
before all the people, Candida; and thinking he was moving 
their hearts by his mission when they were only suffering 
from-Prossy's complaint. [She is about to protest: he 
raises his hand to silence her.] Don't try to look indignant, 
Candida-
CANDIDA. Try! 
MORELL [continuing] Eugene 'lvas righc. As you told me a 
few hours after, he is always right. He said nothing that you 
did not say far better yourself. He is the poet, who sees 
everything; and I am the poor parson, who understands 
nothing. 
CANDIDA [remorsefi,lly] Do you mind what is said by a 
foolish boy, because I said something like it in jest? 
MORELL. That foolish boy can speak with the inspiration 
of a child and the cunning of a serpent. He has claimed that 
you belong to him and nor to me; and, rightly or wrongly, 
I have come to fear that it may be true. I will not go about 
tortured with doubts and suspicions. I will not live with you 
and keep a secret from you. I will nor suffer the intolerable 
degradation of jealousy. We have 'agreed-be and I-that 
you shall choose between us now. I awpjt your decision. 
CANDIDA [slowly recoiling a step, her fieaft hardened by his 
rhetoric in spite of the sincere feeling behind it] Oh! I am to 
choose am I? I suppose it is quite settled that I must belong 
to one or the other. 
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MORELL [firmly] Quite. You must choose definitely. 
MARCHBANKS [anxiously] Morell: you dont understand. 
She means that she belon_gs to herself. 
CANDIDA {turning to him] I mean that, and a good deal 
more, Master Eugene, as you will both find out presently. 
And pray, my lords and masters, what have you to offer 
for my choice? I am up for auction, it seems. What do you 
bid, James? 
MORELL [reproachfully] Cand- [He breaks down: his eyes 
and throat fill with tears: the orator becomes a wounded ani-
mal]. I cant speak-
CANDIDA [impulsively going to him] Ah, dearest-
MARCHBANKS [in wild alam1] Stop: it 's not fair. You 
musnt shew her that you suffer, Morell. I am on the rack 
too; but I am not crying. 
MORELL [rallying all his forces] Yes: you are right. It is not 
for pity that I am bidding. [He disengages himself from Can-
dida]. 
CANDIDA [retreating, chilled] I beg your pardon, James: I 
did not mean to touch you. I am waiting to hear your bid. 
MORELL [with proud humility) I have nothing to offer you 
but my strength for your defence, my honesty for your 
surety, my ability and industry for your livelihood, and 
my authority and position for your dignity. That is all it 
becomes a man to offer to a woman. 
CANDIDA [quite quietly] And you, Eugene? What do you 
offer? 
MARCHBANKS. My weakness. My desolation. My heart's 
need. 
CANDIDA [impressed] Thats a good bid, Eugene. Now I 
know how to make my choice. 
She pauses and looks curiously from one to the other, as if 
weighing them. Morell, whose lofty confidence has changed 
into heart-breakjng dread at Eugene's bid, loses all power of 
concealing his anxiety. Eugene, strung to tlu: highest tension, 
does not move a muscle. 
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MORELL [in a siiffocated voice; tm: appeal bursting.fro,n the 
depths of his anguish) Candida! 
~ANKS [aside, in a.flash of contempt] Coward! 
CANDIDA [signijicantly) I give myself to the weaker of the 
two. 
Eugene divines her meaning at once: his face whitens like 
steel in a furnace. 
MORELL [bowing /zis head with the calm of collapse] I ac-
cept your sentence, Candida. 
CANDIDA. Do you understand, Eugene? 
MARCHBANKS. Oh, I feel I 'm lost. He cannot bear the 
burden. 
MORELL [increduloz,sly, raising his head and voice with 
comic abruptness] Do you mean me, Candida? 
. CANDIDA [smiling a little] Let us sit and ralk comfortably 
over it like three friends. [To Morell] Sit down, dear. 
(Morell, quite lost, takes the chair from the fireside: the children's 
chair]. Bring me that chair, Eugene. [She indicates the easy 
cha,·r. He fetches it silently, even with something like cold 
strength, and places it next Morell, a little behind him. She sits 
down. He takes the visitor's chair himself, and sits, inscrutable. 
Wizen they are all settled she begins, throwing a spell of quiet-
ness on them by her calm, sane, tender tone]. You remember 
what you told me about yourself, Eugene : how nobody has 
cared for you since your old nurse died: how those clever 
fashionable sisters and successful brothers of yours were your 
mother's and father's pets: how miserable you were at Eton: 
how your father is trying to starve you into returning to 
Oxford: how you have had to live wirhou t comfort or wel-
come or refuge: always lonely, and nearly always disliked 
and misunderstood, poor boy l 
MARCH11ANKS [faithful to tm: nobility of his lot] I had my 
books. I had Nature. And at last I met you. 
CANDIDA. Never mind that just at present. Now I want 
you to look at this other boy here! my boy! spoiled from 
his cradle. We go once a fortnight to see his parents . You 
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should come with us, Eugene, to see the pictures of the 
hero of that household . James as a baby! the most wonder-
ful of all babies. James holding his first school prize, won at 
the ripe age of eight! James as the captain of his eleven! 
James in his first frock coat! James under all sorts of glorious 
circumstances I You know how strong he is (I hope he didnt 
hurt you): how clever he is: how happy. [With deepening 
gravity] Ask James's mother and his three sisters what it 
cost to save James the trouble of doing anything but be 
strong and clever and happy. Ask me what jr costs to be 
James's mother and three sisters and wife and mother to 
his children all in one. Ask Prossy and Maria how trouble-
some the house is even when we have no visitors to help us 
to slice the onions. Ask the tradesmen who want to worry 
James and spoil his beautiful sermons who it is that puts 
them off. When there is money to give, he gives it: when 
there is money to refuse, I refuse it. I build a castle of com-
fort and indulgence and love for him, and stand sentinel 
always to keep little vulgar cares out . I make him master 
here, though he does not know it, and could not tell you a 
moment ago how it came to be so. [With sl/leet irony] And 
when he thought I might go away with you, his only anxiety 
was--what should become of me! And to tempt me to stay 
he offered me [leaning forward to stroke his hair caressingly 
at each phrase] his strength for my defence! his industry 
for my livelihood! his dignity for my position! his- [rele11t· 
ing] ah, I am mixing up your beautiful cadences and spoil-
ing them, am I not, darling? [She lays her cheek fondly 
against his]. 
MORELL [quite overcome, k[ieeling beside her chair and em-
bracing her with boyish ingenuousness] It's all true, every word. 
What I am you have made me with the labor of your 
hands and the love of your heart. You arc my wife, my 
mother, my sisters: you are the sum of all loving care to me. 
CANDIDA (in his arms, smiling, to Eugene] Am I your 
mother and sisters to you, Eugene? 
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MARCHBANKS [rising with a fierce gesture of disgust] Ah, 
never. Out, then, into the night with mel 
CANDIDA [rising quick_ly] You are not going like that, Eu-
gene? 
}¥-RClIBANKS [tuitli the ring of a man's voice--no longer a 
~JWs-in the words] I know the hour when it strikes. I am 
r,1tnpatient to do what must be done. 
MORELL [who has also risen] Candida: doot let him do 
..-nything rash. 
CANDIDA [confident, smiling at Eugene] Oh, there is no 
fear. He has learnt to live without happiness. 
MARCHBANKS. I no longer desire happiness: life is nobler 
than that.Parson James: I give you my happiness with both 
hands: I love you because you have filled the heart of the 
·woman I loved. Goodbye. [He goes towards the door]. 
()Af.Dll)A. One last word. [He stops, but without turning 
to !,et. She goes to him]. How old are you, Eugene? 
MARCHBANKS. As old as the world now. This morning I 
was eighteen. 
CANDIDA. Eighteen! Will you, for my sake, make a little 
poem out of the two sentences I am going to say to you? 
And will you promise to repeat it to yourself whenever 
you think of me? 
MAR~A~!(S [without moving] Say the sentences. 
CANDIDA. When I am thirty, she will be forty -five. When 
I am sixty, she will be seventy-five. 
MARCHBANKS [turning to her] In.a hundred years, we shall 
be tfie same age. But I have a better secret than that in 
my heart. Let me go now. The night outside grows im-
patient. 
CANDIDA. Goodbye. [She takes his face in her hands; and 
as he divines her intention and falls on his knees, she kjsses 
his forehead. Then he flies out into the night. She turns to 
Morell, holding out her anns to him]. Ab, James! 
They embrace. But they do not k7iow the secret in the poet's 
heart. 
57 
to give up 
Candida 
to leave Candida 
behind him 
forever 
to give Candida 
back to Morell 
to :face the 
world alone 
Arnold Daly as Marchbanks in Candida {1903) 
Theatre Arts 
August, 1943 
p o 470 
BOSTON UN\ ~ROiff 
GENERAL EDUCATION • FIN~ ~~ 
Affl-1.E.D ARIS UBAAR'il 
